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Jack Ballard looks down into the Grand Canyon during a hike to ancient Puebloan
granaries at Mile 53 of a six-day rafting trip. Dating back to 1100 AD, the human-made
holes in the cliff wall were used to protect food from rodents and the harsh desert climate.
LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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Front cover photo: The Colorado River winds
through the rock walls of the
Grand Canyon.
LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

Back cover photo: Tiger, a 1-year-old wolf born in
captivity, asks for attention from volunteer Jenny Kelly
Wagner, although he fears humans.
COURTNEY HOYT
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The Long Way Home

Trout Fishing in the Carters

I

t’s been a long time since i had to stand with my reporter’s
pad outside a burning building waiting for the fire marshal to confirm
what I sensed in my gut—that the woman who had been ushered away
screaming a half hour before was screaming because someone had died. I
don’t miss that work, but I still live my private life like an earnest newspaper
reporter searching for the sources. I grill everyone (my family reports), even
when no answers can be reconstructed.
	I packed the book Trout Fishing in America by Richard Brautigan (Laurel,
1967) up onto the Carter Ridge last July 7. A writer whose name I can’t
remember listed this novel as one of the most important environmental books
of all time. I would figure out why. My old friend Ellen agreed to start reading
it out loud as we reclined inside my tent. Ellen and I had served together
many years ago on our high school newspaper, The Tower, bonding amid the
disarray of forgotten deadlines and lost stories.
Trout Fishing in America wanders on 112 cryptic pages through suburban
landscapes of Brautigan’s memory. Sometimes as Ellen (that night) and I
(later) read, we felt as if we’d stepped back into our middle-class American
childhoods. Other times it felt so alien that all we could do was dissolve in
laughter because we were just baffled.
	I was determined to learn. Knock on Wood, as Brautigan named an opening chapter.
“As a child when did I first hear about trout fishing in
America?” Brautigan wrote. “From whom? I guess it was a stepfather of mine.
. . . When he could talk, he had a way of describing trout as if they were a
precious and intelligent metal.”
Trout and the freedom of trout fishing epitomize American summer life, I
wanted to scribble on my reporter’s pad.
Brautigan wrote, “Maybe trout steel. . . . Imagine Pittsburgh. . . . The
Andrew Carnegie of trout!” Ellen and I laughed helplessly, even as we’d
laughed over disasters on the high school paper. But writing well had

6 Appalachia
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Leaves resemble trout in First Carter Lake. GEORGE BELLEROSE

remained important to both of us, as important as a beautiful rainbow trout
was to Brautigan. (The Andrew Carnegie of ideas!)
“‘How beautiful the creek looked and the creek that came pouring down
in a waterfall off the hill,’” she read. “‘But as I got closer to the creek I could
see that something was wrong. . . . There was a thing about its motion that
was wrong. . . . The waterfall was just a flight of white wooden stairs leading
up to a house in the trees.’”
We laughed. “This must all come together to something important,” I said
from my sleeping bag. I was back out there with my reporter’s pad. I felt that
if a way to understand existed, I would identify it. “‘Then I knocked on the
creek and heard the sound of wood,’” Ellen read.
winter/spring 2015 7
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	I wish I could call Brautigan (who died in 1984) and say, “I know this is
a very elementary question, but what did you have in mind when you wrote
this book?”
“I think maybe T rout F ishing in A merica is about pollution,”
I tried the next day. “It might be about the destruction of waterways.” I
pumped water from the stream through my very old filter while Ellen held
the bottle at the edge of the tent platform.
Brautigan ended that chapter with a brief aside to the reader (“The reply
of Trout Fishing in America”). He apologized for the weird image of a staircase taken for a stream. “There was nothing I could do,” he wrote. He said
he’d once thought an old woman was a trout stream. “‘Excuse me,’ I said.
‘I thought you were a trout stream.’
“‘I’m not,’ she said.”
The book is not about trout or trout fishing. It is not about pollution of
waterways. It might be about the consumer values that swept the post–World
War II suburbs. Then again, it might not. I was not going to find a source who
could tell me definitively what Trout Fishing in America should mean for me.
Ellen and I climbed and scrambled over and between the rocks. She scrabbled up a high ledge on North Carter. I crawled halfway up, then back down.
Ellen took my big pack and pulled me up.
The next afternoon I hiked up the back of Mount Washington alone.
Ellen was on her way home. I knew when we’d parted that our trip over the
Carter Range and our foray into Brautigan had jabbed at her. “Could Trout
Fishing in America mean, essentially, authenticity?” she wrote to me. She said
she’d never have even opened the inscrutable Brautigan without my asking
her to. And that in itself had gotten her thinking.
	I laugh at myself. I had thought I could decipher, in five days on the
trail, an enigmatic writer whose fans can’t even explain him. Maybe they’re
all pretending they understand. No, maybe I’m learning that I do not have
to understand. I do not have to decipher why the cliff becomes the memory
cliff once I’m home, and why that memory cliff means more to my life than
the real cliff had. Richard Brautigan’s trout stream felt more authentic in
memory, when he encountered it as a wooden staircase. What that memory
does is up to me.
—Christine Woodside
Editor-in-Chief
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Heath Hen
tympanuchus cupido cupido
This film is 1918 and the extinct male
turns about in the stubble silently
beside two females who also scrape
scraps in the years of The Great War,
where your great grandfather
might have worked in his garden
silently in small circles with your
great grandmother and grandmother, who
sickens later this year but defeats
swine flu, and the lost birds look back at you
through the camera to now and say
et in arcadia ego, “I, Death, am in paradise, too,”
but unlike the speckled heath cock ruffed
about the neck who puffs and bellows,
stamps, backs, and dances, and fights,
whose courtships failed and whose run was short,
you had the luck and the numbers.
Francis Blessington

Francis Blessington’s poems have appeared Arion, Arizona Quarterly, Denver
Quarterly, Harvard Magazine, The Sewanee Review, Yale Literary Review, and Yankee,
among many others. His forthcoming book is Euripides: Hecuba, Helen, and Trojan
Women: Three Plays About Women and the Trojan War (verse translations with
commentary from University of Wisconsin Press).
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Save the Colorado
Can recreation rescue a preservation ethic?
John Gioia
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F

ollowing our college gr aduation, my closest friends and
I set out on a celebratory tour, based on a friendship and a longing
for wild places. Together we sought North America’s remote masterpieces,
replete with solitude, and well removed from the commitments of “real life”
that lay ahead. Our fraternal ties led us from Colorado’s Rocky Mountains
to British Columbia’s subarctic highlands to the great canyonlands of the
Southwest. Our last stop was a boat put-in on the Colorado River known as
Lees Ferry. From here, the river would lead us to the Venus de Milo of wild
masterpieces—the Grand Canyon. The gentle grade of the canyon walls at
Lees Ferry (where the canyon is not yet the Grand) allows roads to reach the
water’s edge. The area serves as a natural dividing point between the Upper
and Lower Colorado river basins. The basins are officially designated as such
for the purpose of distributing water throughout the Southwest thanks to
Glen Canyon Dam and Lake Powell, just upstream of Lees Ferry. The dam,
built from 1956–63 and dedicated in 1966, flooded Glen Canyon.
	In late August, in the desert’s unrelenting sun and penetrating heat, we
arrived at Lees Ferry, ready to take on the final leg of our sojourn. We joined
eleven older river runners, all of us tied in some way through friendship
or kinship. All sixteen of us had one goal: navigate through the mile-deep
canyon that deserved no name other than that which describes its beauty,
power, and history: Grand.
We meticulously rigged and packed our boats, recording on detailed maps
the exact layout of every cooler and the exact location of every nonperishable
food and safety equipment item; our intentions here were to maintain the dry
ice content of our coolers for fifteen days in the desert, and, for safety’s sake,
to know where any piece of gear is at any moment. Our trip leader, a former
Colorado River guide and occasional river companion of the late Edward
Abbey, assigned roles. He explained how the first few days on the river would
look and how we would work as a unit to ensure safety and enjoyment on the
Colorado River. By day’s end, we were tired and slightly dehydrated from all
the rigging, yet ready for the epic two weeks that lay ahead.
Throughout the human history of the Southwest, the Colorado
River system has been no less than the lifeblood of the arid region. Major John
Predictable flows of the Colorado River through the Grand Canyon allowed John Gioia
and his companions to ride through on rafts. His trip leader applied for the permit a year
and a half before they left. JOHN GIOIA
winter/spring 2015 11
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Wesley Powell, a one-armed Civil War veteran whose intellectual brilliance
and verbal acuity made up for his slight physical stature, scrutinized every
watershed that funneled into the Colorado in the late nineteenth century.
During a time when westward expansion and exploration coincided with each
other, when we knew little about the lands toward which we ventured, Powell’s
precautionary approach to water and irrigation management, given his public
position as director of the U.S. Geological Survey, were well known. As the
United States recovered from the Civil War, entrepreneurs seeking to attract
customers hyped the West’s mineral and other bounties, sometimes overly
facetious in their delivery. The Boosters (the title earned from having myriad
false promises) advertised in newspapers land rich in precious minerals with
endless opportunities for those bold enough to venture west.1 Indeed, the
guarantees that “rain would follow the plow” were proven irrefutably false by
the infamous Dust Bowl2 and depicted in literature and film ever since. As
expansion and populations ebbed and flowed, industrial agriculture would
soon become a necessity to support the growing population. As director of
the USGS in 1879, Powell warned of a great divide between east and west,
a division of aridity and humidity. In his verbose and prudently scientific
publication entitled A Report on the Lands of the Arid Region of the United
States, With a More Detailed Account of the Lands of Utah, Powell posited
that 20 inches of annual rainfall was necessary to sustain commonly used
agricultural practices.3 Anything less would be insufficient. Broadly defined,
this divide rested along the 100th meridian, which runs north–south through
the Dakotas, Nebraska, Kansas, Oklahoma, and Texas. Powell scientifically
yet artfully indicated the dry areas on a map of the United States. His rain
chart appeared as an insert to Arid Lands. That book would set the stage for
Abbott, Carl. Colorado: A History of the Centennial State, Fifth Edition. Boulder, CO:
University Press of Colorado, 2013. E-book.
2
The transformation of millions of acres of thick native grassland in the Midwest and West
to wheat fields in the early twentieth century intensified during the Great Depression to cope
with plummeting crop values. When prices continued to drop, vast swaths of farmland were
abandoned. Coupled with a sustained period of drought, the stage was set for increasingly
common dust storms that buried homes and businesses and eroded hundreds of millions of
tons of the country’s most fertile topsoil. From 1930 to 1940, approximately 3.5 million people
left the affected area and nearly 500,000 were left homeless.
3
Powell, John Wesley. A Report on the Lands of the Arid Region of the United States, With a
More Detailed Account of the Lands of Utah. 2nd edition. Washington, D.C.: U.S. Government
Printing Office, U.S. Geological Survey, 1879. http://pubs.usgs.gov/unnumbered/70039240/
report.pdf
1
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congressional battles, inter- and intra-state debate, and public–private rights
issues for decades to come.
Powell believed that if done correctly, water storage could support
irrigated agriculture and a modest population in the American Southwest.
He correctly observed that during the spring and early summer, river levels
surged from snowmelt, and greatly subsided in late fall. To cope with these
fluctuations, he advocated dams for small-scale water storage in deep and
narrow canyons near the mountainous headwaters of rivers to limit water
lost through evaporation. Although he demanded a thorough review of the
topography of the Colorado River basin, the Bureau of Reclamation soon
had other plans that he felt dismissed his concerns. Surely Powell could not
imagine the extent to which the Colorado River system would someday be
altered. As author James Lawrence Powell (no relation to John Wesley) put it
in his book Dead Pool, “to conceive of Hoover and Glen Canyon dams and
Lakes Mead and Powell, the Major would have needed more imagination
than his contemporary, the visionary writer Jules Verne.”4
Despite decades (and counting) of controversy beset by the Bureau of
Reclamation’s Glen Canyon Dam and Lake Powell, the regular and predictable
flows now allow for manageable rafting trips through the Grand Canyon.
More than a year and a half before the day we put in, our trip leader and his
(and our soon-to-be) river compatriots from bygone years received a permit
through the weighted lottery system that all hopeful private boaters must
enter for a chance to run the river. This trip, though in part a celebration
of college friendship and brotherhood, was also to be a passing of the torch
from their generation to our twenty-something generation—we stood to
learn much about river travel, particularly Grand Canyon river travel, from
floating downriver with veterans seasoned with years of experience on the
Colorado. The morning after rigging our boats and dining at the Lees Ferry
Lodge, we put in with nothing but 225 miles of wilderness, massively deep and
brilliantly hued canyon walls, wildlife, and turbulent water ahead of us. At
first, the river recalled memories of other floats I had done on higher reaches
of the Colorado and Green rivers, through Ruby, Horsethief, Desolation, and
Gray canyons, through Castle Valley, and on other school research trips to
the Yampa and Snake rivers in Dinosaur National Monument. The alluvial
fans and washes of Marble Canyon, which we passed through on the first
Powell, James Lawrence. Dead Pool: Lake Powell, Global Warming, and the Future of Water in
the West. Berkeley: University of California Press, 2008.

4
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stretch of the float downstream from Lees Ferry, were painted a wet brownish
orange that warmly contrasted with the dark green foliage of the riparian
vegetation. The river here looked a cold dark blue, an ecologically unfamiliar
characteristic attributable to the bottom release at Glen Canyon Dam just a
few miles upstream. Dark clouds, cool air, and the ominous threat of a desert
storm punctuated day one in Marble Canyon.
	Over the next few days, we would stop often and hike up side canyons,
where we saw bighorn sheep, petroglyphs (scenes artfully etched into rock
walls by native peoples), and fossils. The river had turned its characteristic
light brown, resembling coffee with cream, most likely because of flash floods
that send ephemeral torrents of the warmer sandy water down side canyons
into the Colorado River; this periodic yet normal flooding of warmer water
from small tributaries, a process severely affected by the existence of megadams such as Glen Canyon Dam, is necessary to sustain populations of native
fish and to scour out vegetation that impedes their growth. On day four, we
explored the Nankoweap Delta and the granaries high above the river where
the Anasazi once stored corn and other grains grown on the delta. Before
Glen Canyon Dam was constructed and flows came under control, the river
would routinely flood the Nankoweap Delta and irrigate the uniquely flat
area at the bottom of the Grand Canyon. Indeed, the river was the lifeblood
of the Southwest long before European settlement of the region. When I
asked Connie Rudd in an interview what the river has meant to humans in
the Southwest, the former Black Canyon of the Gunnison National Park and
Curecanti National Recreation Area superintendent explained, “Life. That’s
just it. No river, no life.”
By the early 1900s, pioneers were moving west in droves and
relying heavily on the river for life sustenance in all forms. With population
came an increasing demand for agriculture. Major Powell’s warning that the
Southwest simply did not have enough water to support the irrigated land
in the plentitude to which the Midwest and East were so accustomed turned
out to be true. The Colorado River Compact, approved by Congress in 1922,
divided the seven states the river served into upper and lower basins. The
upper basin included Colorado, New Mexico, Utah, and Wyoming, and the
lower basin included Arizona, California, and Nevada—divisions that still
stand. No consideration was given to native peoples’ land or Mexico at the
time, although in the 1944 treaty between the United States and Mexico on
sharing rivers, Mexico was granted an annual share of the Colorado River’s
14 Appalachia
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In a side canyon, a desert bighorn sheep, Ovis canadensis nelsoni, grazed. This animal
is a rare subspecies found only in the southwestern United States and northern Mexico.
LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

flow. Needing a location for a dam and major reservoir for the upper basin’s
use, the Colorado River Commission chose Lees Ferry because of its unique
accessibility from the rim of the canyon, the same reason why raft trips set
out from Lees Ferry today; a significant remnant of the Colorado River
Compact is the amount of water allocated for each basin. The commission
based its allocations on data collections that began in 1896, a mere 26-year
period for a river that had been flowing and carving the Grand Canyon for
millions of years, surely experiencing periods of drought as well as periods
of abundant moisture. The allocations relied on data collected during a wet
period, not then understood as a wet period, in a drought-prone region; thus,
the river is “over-allocated” based on skewed data. Furthermore, at the time
of the approval of the compact, the population of the state of California
was 3.5 million; the population in the four upper basin states totaled less
winter/spring 2015 15
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than 2 million.5 Today, the Colorado River supplies water to more than 30
million people. In contrast to the wetter 1920s, today the Southwest is in
a documented drought. Its population has grown dramatically since the
Colorado River Compact. The population of the upper and lower basin states
is expected to reach nearly 70 million by 2025.6 People are flocking to the
Southwest. The Front Range of Colorado, a term in years past referring to
a largely uninhabited region dotted with major cities such as Fort Collins,
Boulder, Denver, Colorado Springs, and Pueblo, now continues in a nearly
uninterrupted metropolitan chain from Fort Collins in the north to Pueblo,
nearly 200 miles south.
	In Colorado, water planners have begun taking action. In 2013, Governor
John Hickenlooper issued an executive order mandating that the Colorado
Water Conservation Board develop a state water plan. Rudd said that the water
plan was mandated essentially to reallocate water within Colorado, a state
whose water is already over-allocated. “Well, no matter what,” she explained,
“if there’s a reallocation of water within the state, it’s going to affect someone.
Someone will win, and someone will lose.” Perhaps most importantly, where
water is already over-allocated for commercial, agricultural, and residential
use, what is to become of the booming population and surely increasing
demand for water? As the Front Range continues its rapid growth, it places
increasing pressure on western slope (all land west of the Continental Divide,
which runs north–south through the Rocky Mountains) river basins for
tremendously expensive transmountain diversions of water to metro areas
such as Denver and Colorado Springs.
The damming of Glen Canyon outraged conservationists in its time and
to this day stirs debate about the pros and cons of water storage. Those who
were lucky enough to behold Glen Canyon’s natural brilliance often tout its
walls, arches, and hues as being more grand than its downstream neighbor, the
Grand Canyon. The Glen Canyon Dam has severely affected the ecological
integrity of the Colorado River below it. The river no longer experiences
its natural cycle of high and low flows, which are vital for native plant and
animal species. Water released from the dam comes from near the bottom of
Lake Powell. It is much colder than naturally flowing Colorado River water
and therefore unsuitable for the many native plants and animals that inhabit
Powell, Dead Pool.
U.S. Census Bureau. “Current Population Reports.” Accessed June 8, 2014, from http://
www.census.gov/prod/2/pop/p25/p25-1131.pdf.

5
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the Grand Canyon below it. Sediment eroded from the sandstone canyons
and carried by the river downstream is accumulating in Lake Powell behind
Glen Canyon, thus placing an enormous amount of pressure on the aging
infrastructure of the dam. In a free-flowing river, sediment does more than
simply float down the river. It flushes waste through the system and ensures
nutrients are transported downstream. When river systems are dammed
and no longer capable of suspending and transporting sediment, as veteran
Colorado River biologist Ed Wick once told me and a group of students, “the
river dies.”
Downstream of the Nankoweap Delta, a “dead river” was the last thing
on our minds. We were just a few river miles from the narrowest section of
the Grand Canyon, where rapids can flip a boat as easily as you or I can flip
a coin. Yet our thoughts were not without lamentations about a history of
development on the Colorado River as our ritual morning readings were often
highlighted with excerpts from Major Powell himself, or the great Southwest
preservationist-author, Edward Abbey.
	Now submerged beneath hundreds of feet of water, Glen Canyon is the
home of Glen Canyon National Recreation Area and Lake Powell. Attracting
more than 3 million annual visitors to its nearly 2,000 miles of shoreline, Lake
Powell has been a massive economic boon to northern Arizona. Likewise,
Lake Mead, at the southern terminus of Grand Canyon National Park, and
Blue Mesa Reservoir, Colorado’s largest body of water on the Gunnison River,
one of the Colorado River’s largest tributaries, provide recreational economies
in their regions. Commercial rafting companies, private outfitters, fishing
guides, hotels, motels, gear shops, restaurants, vendors, park service and other
federal employees—the list goes on and on.
	In an interview, Western State Colorado University’s director of Environment and Sustainability, Jeff Sellen, explained, “Water has recreational value
now that it did not have 50 years ago. With this in mind, the water diversions
from the upper basin to the Front Range across the Continental Divide have
had significant impacts on the recreation economy.” Sellen explained that
recreation has outpaced agriculture in economic stimulus to local economies
during the past several decades and asserted, “There’s political power in those
dollars.” In 1971, the Colorado Water Conservation Board gained authority
to purchase water rights solely to keep water in rivers and lakes as part of
its program to preserve instream flow for the benefit of human use and the
natural environment. The CWCB was created in the 1930s to guide water
policies. Their instream flow program aims to “preserve and improve the
winter/spring 2015 17
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natural environment to a reasonable degree.”7 Although the mission of this
particular program is ecologically driven, recreationists directly benefit from
the work of the CWCB because boaters and anglers rely on having water in
the river.
On the sixth day, we camped river-left just above Grapevine
Rapid on a narrow but habitable sandbar site. Earlier that day, we had entered
the upper Granite Gorge, several thousand feet below the canyon rim, where
the river is at its narrowest through the Grand Canyon. This looked as I had
pictured the Grand Canyon, although I could not have imagined the grandiosity
my eyes now beheld. Smooth black Vishnu schist at the river’s surface in
the inner gorge is the oldest exposed layer of rock in the Grand Canyon.
The USGS estimates its age at nearly 1.75 billion years. The fluted smooth
surfaces—in places about 50 feet overhead—were signs of unhindered river
flow in the pre-dam era. Massive floods powerful enough to smooth the hard
schist and carve out micro-canyons and caverns no longer sweep through the
inner gorge.
Awestruck, we excitedly pointed out driftwood to each other that predam floods had wedged into openings in the canyon walls high overhead.
Signs of what the river used to be capable of remained everywhere. I felt
eternally conflicted; saddened that the river had been so vastly altered, yet
thankful that the dam regulated the water enough for recreationists to enjoy
the river without the threat of major flooding and life-threatening situations.
What was a thrilling run through the inner gorge’s Grapevine, Horn Creek,
Granite, and Hermit rapids might have been a perilous journey in higher
water. Indeed, these lived up to their famed reputations and forewarned us
of what lay ahead in the likes of Crystal and Upset rapids and Lava Falls.
With massive holes, laterals, and standing waves, even our 18-foot oar-rigged
rafts were at the mercy of the river, albeit dam-controlled, when navigating
these rapids.
	On the seventh day, we thoroughly scouted Crystal Rapid, which was
created not long ago by a flash flood through Crystal Creek, from a gravel
bar river-right. In our rafts, we approached confidently, yet on high alert.
Colorado Department of Natural Resources. “Instream Flow Program,” Colorado Water
Conservation Board. Accessed June 9, 2014, from http://cwcb.state.co.us/environment/
instream-flow-program/Pages/main.aspx.
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The river’s glasslike surface just upriver of this and most rapids conferred a
certain calmness in all passengers floating through. I took hold of the bow
line while the boat captain maneuvered us into position in the eerily calm
water. Despite the ten-day supply of rations weighing down the boat, Trevor
told Seth and me to hold on tight and throw ourselves onto the front tubes of
the raft just as we hit the major waves in the rapid. The goal was to keep the
boat from flipping bow over stern. As we entered the rapid, a deafening roar
enveloped us. Before we knew it, water was crashing over us, one wave after
another, each one larger and more powerful than the last. Gasping for breath,
I dove onto the front tubes of the boat, desperately trying to meet the energy
of the waves. Determined not to let Crystal get the better of us, I held on
tight as our raft submarined through the waves’ crests rather than over them.
Before I know it, we were riding the wave train out of Crystal, whooping
and hollering to every canyon wren around that we had made it through.
It remains one of the most exhilarating moments of my life.

John Gioia, in front of the raft, makes it through Upset Rapid.

GRAEME PLANT
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When humans dam rivers, they massively disrupt the
ecological integrity of the watershed through which they run. But in a parched
region like the southwestern United States, water storage is a necessity to
support a large and growing population. Although Major Powell argued that
water should be stored in smaller reservoirs to avoid massive evaporation
that might occur in larger reservoirs, he could never have envisioned the
Southwest growing to its current size simply because he did not believe
there was enough water to support such growth. Sellen explained that at the
beginning of the twentieth century, conservation in the United States, as a
theory and a practice, was interpreted far differently than it is today. It did
not imply a degree of preservation. Conservation then meant putting water
toward human use. It meant not “wasting” it, precisely the policy that led the
Colorado River Commission to appropriate every gallon of water and more
that the river annually produces. Today, we have expanded our understanding
of conservation to include ecology. As Aldo Leopold relates in his essay, “Land
Ethic,” “A thing is right when it tends to preserve the integrity, stability, and
beauty of the biotic community. It is wrong when it tends otherwise.”8 Though
perhaps a lopsided sentiment when considering humans’ needs, Leopold’s
sentiment echoes widely in today’s conservation community and is the basis
on which much opposition to dams is founded.
	One major reason for the influx of population to the Southwest is
recreation. As technology improves and more activities and areas become
more accessible to more people, the Southwest grows. “Use” of the Colorado
River now includes the nonconsumptive activities of recreation (kayaking,
rafting, fishing), which has major implications for management and
economic stimulus. In 2012 alone, the eleven national parks included in
the Colorado River basin saw nearly 19 million visitors spend roughly $1.22
billion. The economic impact reaches even further when considering jobs
and local economies supported in towns and cities near national parks and
other federal lands. As Rudd said, “State and federal agencies tasked with
managing any portion of the Colorado River have to step up and understand
what resources are at risk, understand the science behind it, and understand
the trend of water use.” The current trajectory points toward increasing use
of Colorado River water for recreation, and that means benefits for local
economies, at least those that benefit from recreation. Although the National
Leopold, Aldo. “Land Ethic.” In A Sand County Almanac. New York: Oxford University Press,
1949.
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Park Service’s mission says nothing about local economies, it is tasked with an
almost impossible mission, which Rudd explained is “to preserve unimpaired
the resources that we have for future generations.” As Sellen suggested, there
is political power in the economic stimulus provided by recreation. Thus,
recreation may be a means for the National Park Service to work toward its
nearly impossible mission of protecting its resources. If the resources of the
eleven parks in the Colorado River basin begin to dry up, elected officials are
going to notice the economic repercussions.
As we approached Lava Falls on day fourteen, the last thing
on our minds was a shortage of water. We pulled our boats to the shore just
upstream of the fabled rapid, and scouted it from the small cliffs above. The
water was relatively low, but we detected several holes that could devour our
rafts in seconds. Running Lava requires patience, precision, and confidence.
We watched from above as the kayakers in our group picked their way
through the whitewater; our rafts would follow the path they took. After
clean runs from each of them during which they all but disappeared in the
deep holes toward the bottom of the rapid, it was our turn. Ahead of the raft
I was in, our trip leader, a man who had run Lava nearly 30 times, charged
through the first obstacles. His boat dropped out of our view as it entered the
final part of the rapid, just as we were entering from the top. Our raft lined
up perfectly from the start, but a massive lateral wave soon spun us sideways.
Before I knew it, we were heading into the final hole backward. Out of the
corner of my eye, I caught sight of our trip leader’s flipped raft floating just
below us, three swimmers by its side. With not much time to consider the
downstream carnage, we plowed through the final wave backward as a tower
of water crashed down from above. Safely through the rapid, we set our sights
on our swimming trip mates, all tossed from their boat when Lava turned it
over with no more than the shrug of its shoulder.
	In our run through Lava, the river had no regard for our presence. It did
not care whether our run through was safe, or not. The river had its own
agenda. When something like this happens, when Mother Nature exerts her
power over us as we recreate, a catchphrase we are wont to invoke involves
some iteration of our ephemeral insignificance against the timelessness of the
Earth. Yet we are significant, however brief our visit here may be, or however
small we may feel when face-to-face with Lava Falls, or deep inside the Grand
Canyon. In the millisecond that is human existence on the 24-hour geologic
clock that is the planet’s history, we have wreaked havoc on natural processes,
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degraded ecosystems, and caused mass extinctions. Without doubt, our
presence is so significant and powerful that if we wanted, we could shut off
the water running through the Grand Canyon and dismantle Crystal Rapid
and Lava Falls, piece by piece. Indeed, we were audacious enough to submerge
Glen Canyon.
As we look to the future of the Colorado River, recreation rings with
resounding clarity in the ears of managers, stakeholders, and visitors, as a
mean to an end, the end in this case being conservation management. And
herein lies one of the great paradoxes of recent generations. Much like a
positive feedback loop that drives climate change, the influx of residents to
the Southwest drives recreation, recreation drives conservation management,
and a well-managed river with flowing water attracts more recreational
enthusiasts. These very boaters, anglers, and other thrill-seeking adventurers
that are flooding Colorado’s Front Range and other major Southwest cities
are among those who care most about the future of the Colorado River, yet
are also among those who are placing increasing demands on an already overallocated river. And thus, we must all ask ourselves: Are we comfortable being
part of the problem by increasing demand on our precious resource as we move
west? Let’s not forget that more recreation and thus more support for local
economies is beneficial in the anthropocentric purview of river management.
What then, in the biocentric purview, is most beneficial for the river and its
canyons that we claim to love so dearly? Perhaps most importantly, which
view ensures sustained use and functioning of the Colorado River, one of the
world’s greatest and most imperiled?

John Gioia, a native of Brookline, Massachusetts, is a candidate for a master’s degree in environmental management at Western State Colorado University.
He worked recently as a public education and outreach intern at the Upper
Gunnison River Water Conservancy District in Gunnison, Colorado. Visit him at
johngioiaphotography.com.
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Eastern Timber Wolf—Ely, Minnesota

Place is best expressed
in the semantics of season,
as when storms mound forest—

concealing amber eyes,
immense paws
so like snowshoes,

blanket forest—translate
agate evergreen to
sudden silent white;

shadowing troubled deer
whose sapling limbs punch
through yawning snow.

months where even the
certain thrum of boundary
waters lies hushed.

Hunger, clenched
by complaining ribs,
conducts her hunt

Here the wolf wagers
her punishing, breathless life
against deep drifts,

as sure as canny ravens
charting certain death
from far above.

the crystal void
surrounding her,
guiding her pack in pursuit,

Gina Marie Bernard

lifting hoarfrost muzzle
to Aurora borealis,
shrouded breath

Gina Marie Bernard writes and teaches high school English in Bemidji,
Minnesota. Her work has appeared in Gray’s Sporting Journal, Minnesota Monthly,
Wisconsin Review, and numerous other journals. She is the author of two young
adult novels, Vent (Vulpes Press, 2013) and Alpha Summer (Loonfeather Press, 2005),
which she wrote under the pen name of Greg Richard Bernard.
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A Wild Ride
Down a beautiful and stressed Western waterway
Lisa Densmore Ballard
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We are three quarters of a mile in the depths of the earth. The great river shrinks
into insignificance as it dashes its angry waves against the walls and cliffs that
rise to the world above. They are but puny ripples, and we are but pygmies.

—John Wesley Powell, August 4, 1869

T

he Gr and Canyon accounts for only 277 miles of the
Colorado River’s 1,450-mile flow from its source in La Poudre Pass in
Colorado to its mouth in the Gulf of California in Mexico, but it’s arguably
the most infamous, intriguing stretch of water on a river that boasts numerous
areas appealing to whitewater rafters and other water-based adventurers,
including me.
During the winter of 2012, my close friend and frequent trekking
partner Debbie Hannam sent me an invitation to celebrate her upcoming
50th birthday.
“I’m putting together a trip down the Grand Canyon,” she said. “You only
need to show up in Las Vegas on July 10th.”
“I’m in!” I replied without hesitation. Rafting the Grand Canyon had
hovered near the top of my substantial bucket list since I started compiling
it. Finally the chance had come! It would be unlike any other expedition
Debbie and I had done together. For starters, this one was a family-friendly,
weeklong excursion on a river in the United States rather than just two of us
trekking into a remote mountain region in a third-world country. There were
four families on the trip—fourteen of us, parents and teenagers. That said,
we were far from a wimpy gaggle of tourists. Our group included two retired
members of the British Special Forces, two black belts in martial arts, and one
professional athlete. Most of us had extensive experience in the backcountry
and some whitewater skills.
We would not be alone. About 29,000 people run the Grand Canyon
each year, some privately through a lottery for permits and others through
sixteen commercial rafting companies licensed by the National Park Service.
Despite the numbers, every trip down the Grand Canyon has an element
A six-day family excursion on the Colorado River through the Grand Canyon offered
a close view of still water and—eventually—big rapids. Parker Densmore, son of the
author, sits on the bow of the motorized raft called a J-boat. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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of unpredictability and uniqueness. The professional outfitters vary greatly.
The length of trip ranges from three to eighteen days, and the modes of
transportation run the gamut from large motorized rafts and oared rafts to
paddled rafts and dories. Debbie had booked a six-day trip with Western
River Expeditions on a motorized raft, called a J-boat. It held our whole gang,
our gear, plus two guides.
“How soft!” I thought when I learned of the setup, but how wrong I was.
As I discovered, there is nothing soft about running the Grand Canyon no
matter how one does it, just varying degrees of challenging. Unlike most
rivers, which are categorized on a scale of 1 to 5, with flat water a “1” and
nearly unnavigable whitewater a “5,” the rapids through the Grand Canyon
are classified on a scale of 1 to 10. Our guides informed us of this nuance as
we pushed off from the gravel beach at Lees Ferry at Mile 0. As it turned out,
huge water was but one eye-opener on this adventure.
As the steady current grabbed our raft from the boat launch and pulled it
toward rising sandstone walls, I peered excitedly yet anxiously down the broad
brown ribbon of water. Patches of green shrubs clung to the skinny shore at
the base of the red, striated cliffs.

The raft floats between the Grand Canyon’s walls made up of distinct layers of rock.
The oldest, Vishnu schist and Zoroaster granite, formed 1.6 billion to 1.8 billion years ago.
LISA DENSMORE BALLARD
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I thought of John Wesley Powell, who had already lost a
boat and a third of his supplies by the time he reached this point in his
journey, 143 years earlier. Powell, the unimposing geology professor who
led ten men on the first documented run of the Grand Canyon, was an
unlikely explorer. The son of an immigrant English preacher, he became a
captain for the Union during the Civil War, then lost an arm giving the order
to “fire” during the Battle of Shiloh. He had no experience with whitewater,
but he had a colossal curiosity and determination to investigate the mighty
Colorado River. Powell’s trip started on the Green River in Utah and extended
down through what is today Grand Canyon National Park. As he drifted into
the unknown, he wrote in his diary:
With some feeling of anxiety we enter a new canyon this morning. We have
learned to observe closely the nature of the rock. In softer strata we have a
quiet river. In harder we find rapids and falls. Below us are the limestones and
hard sandstones . . . . This bodes toil and danger.

The canyon walls rose ever higher above us as we passed through Paria Riffle,
Three Mile Wash, and Four Mile Wash where we practiced whitewater
protocols. This entailed straddling the pontoons that were lashed together
to form the raft, grabbing a safety rope in front and behind, and then
“sucking rubber”—putting one’s face on the pontoon so that the water
sweeps over one’s back. In the canyon, a moderate standing wave would have
enough force to yank the largest, strongest man overboard if it caught him in
the chest.
Before long, we passed under the Navajo Bridges, the last crossing over
the river for automobiles until Hoover Dam, 350 miles to the south. Then
things got a little more exciting. At Mile 8, the creeks that flow out of Badger
Canyon and Jackass Canyon entered the river in an aquatic version of a fourway intersection. We got our first taste of real whitewater, a Class 4–6 rapid
with a 15-foot drop. We got a similar splash another three miles later at the
mouth of Soap Creek and then a half-dozen more soakings over the day.
The water was a frigid 46 degrees Fahrenheit, yet the air was a scorching 100
degrees in the shade. Running each rapid gave us a succession of welcome
refreshment and then bone-chilling shivers, which abruptly stopped as we
melted under the summer sun.
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The reason the rapids ratings included a range of numbers was that
Glen Canyon Dam, built in 1963 and located 15 miles above Lees Ferry at the
southern tip of Lake Powell, controls most of the water levels in the canyon.
When Lake Powell is full, Glen Canyon Dam can release enough water to
flood 40 miles into the Grand Canyon. The main canyon is also susceptible
to flash floods from side canyons. There are no dams in the Grand Canyon,
although they were once considered for hydropower. The next dam, Hoover
Dam, built from 1930 to 1936, forms Lake Mead below the canyon.
Just before lunch, Evan, one of our guides, steered our raft under an overhang in the canyon wall. The gold outline of a miner’s pick painted on the
roan-colored rock sparkled in a tendril of sunshine.
“Did people prospect for gold in the Grand Canyon?” I asked, assuming
one of the prospectors had left the etching.
Evan clarified that the marking dated back to the mid-twentieth century
when the government and electric companies were looking for additional
dam sites. This was one spot. Luckily, they decided not to build anything.
Glen Canyon Dam alone has drastically changed the river.
The building of Glen Canyon Dam opened a floodgate of conservation
issues in the Grand Canyon relating to habitat change. Before Glen Canyon
Dam, sweeping beaches built up along the river at the base of its rock walls
as raging spring floods subsided. The river carried tremendous amounts of
sediment year round. Water temperatures varied greatly from near freezing in
winter to 85 degrees in summer. It was a decidedly different ecosystem then
than it is today.

Meddle With River, Meddle With Fish
Historically, only eight native fish finned the Colorado River’s murky waters
through the canyon: humpback, roundtail, and bonytail chubs; razorback,
flannelmouth, and bluehead suckers; speckled dace; and the Colorado pikeminnow. The Colorado pikeminnow, the roundtail chub, and the bonytail
chub are now extirpated. The humpback chub and the razorback sucker are
listed as endangered species primarily because of the construction of Glen
Canyon Dam.
Glen Canyon Dam traps 90 percent of the sediment that used to flow
through the Grand Canyon. (The other 10 percent comes from tributaries
inside the canyon.) Many of the canyon’s beaches have disappeared. The
water has cleared up and stabilized at about 46 degrees. It has turned into
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a classic tailwater, the chilly flow released from the bottom of a reservoir
formed by a dam. Tailwaters attract anglers looking to hook nonnative trout,
but are not conducive to endemic fish. In addition, for many years, water
releases designed to generate maximum hydropower increased the rate of erosion inside the canyon. At the urging of various conservation groups such as
the Sierra Club and the Grand Canyon Trust, some of this damage is now
being undone by allowing more “natural” volumes of water mirroring predam levels to flow into the canyon.
	In 1996, scientists released the first of four experimental floods from Lake
Powell. They hoped the flows would revive the sandbars and fish habitat. The
sandbars fattened up for a while, enough to ensure camping spots and to
make these surges an official part of the dam’s operations beginning in 2012.
But the controlled floods had little impact on the native fish, which today
live primarily below the flood zone. In fact, the controlled surges may have
further hindered the ability of surviving chubs and suckers to return to their
native range.
	In an example of how the more humans meddle in an ecosystem, the
more the system can stray from its natural balance, researchers discovered that
the artificial flood in 2008 increased the number of blackflies and midges near
the dam, which in turn, boosted the nonnative trout that feed on them. The
flooding had little impact on the food web of the chubs or suckers further
downstream. What’s more, in the areas where they overlap with trout, the
trout competed with the native fish for food and sometimes ate the young of
the native fish.
My soon-to-be husband, Jack, an avid fly caster, was keenly interested in
catching a few fish in the Grand Canyon. After setting up camp on a sandy
strand at Mile 9 just below Shinumo Wash, he rigged a rod and waded into
the river. After learning about the impact of trout on native fish, I asked him
why he released the rainbow trout he caught.
“Habit,” he shrugged. “I just like to catch them. I’m not that crazy about
eating them.”
We wandered back to camp where the others had just returned from a
short exploration of a nearby grotto. Grace, our other guide, waxed passionately about the history of the surrounding rocks.
Although the exposed rocks on the walls of the Grand Canyon are
old, the canyon itself is geologically young. The oldest rocks in the canyon, Vishnu schist, date back to the early Proterozoic period, 1.6 billion to
1.8 billion years ago. The canyon itself was formed mainly by erosion during
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the last 6 million years. It’s impossible to float through the canyon without
noticing the variations in thickness and color in the many layers of rock.
The Grand Canyon does not boast the oldest exposed rock in the world
(that is in northern Canada), nor is it the deepest canyon (Barranca del Cobre
in Mexico and Hells Canyon in Idaho are deeper), but it is famous partly for
its sequences of exposed rock that record much of the early geologic history
of the continent.
Two of the fathers in our group, Ian and Richard, took an immediate
interest in Grace’s spontaneous lecture. Both were involved in the mining
world, Ian in Africa and South America, and Richard in Afghanistan.
	Ian asked whether there was concern about uranium mines near the
Grand Canyon.
Grace explained that a lot of mines opened near here during the uranium
boom back in the 1950s. Today, the Park Service monitors the amount of
radioactivity in the Grand Canyon pretty closely. It wasn’t something guides
like to talk about. Pollution from the mines is a big concern, sometimes
making the Little Colorado River unsafe for swimming.
The next day, we camped at Mile 62 just below the mouth of the Little
Colorado River. The Little Colorado River’s vibrant turquoise hue, the result
of its high alkaline and mineral content, made a colorful contrast to the
darker water of the main river.
“No fishing!” barked Evan at Jack. “It’s illegal to catch a humpback chub.
This is one of the few places where you can find them. They breed in the Little
Colorado River.”
With my polarized sunglasses, I could see a school of odd-looking fish
gathering around the raft. Humpback chubs! Averaging about 18 inches long,
their distinctive dorsal humps made them look like Igor of the fish world.
Though it was late afternoon, plenty of daylight remained. We decided
to stretch our legs and hike the ledgy route along the Little Colorado River.
The water glowed like a river of opals flowing below towering ruby cliffs.
Eventually we came to a 15-foot-high boulder wedged into the side of
the river. Within moments, half the troop leapt off the top of it into the
blue-green stream. After several jumps into the water, we bumped down
the oversized riffles and formed a human flotilla. It was a glorious swim.
The Little Colorado River was a welcoming 75 degrees. It felt good to get
wet after walking along the scorching rocks.
After my dip, I perched on a smaller rock, taking photographs of creamy
white mineral deposits along the shoreline. The contrast between the
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vibrant aqua water, the red rock, and the white minerals was striking, then I
remembered Grace saying sometimes it’s unsafe to swim in the Little Colorado
River. It seemed impossible that such a remote place could be contaminated.
But according to the Grand Canyon Trust, radioactive residues from uranium
mines have been accumulating in and around the Grand Canyon since the
1950s. Then, in 1979, a breach in an earthen dam near one mine released 1,100
tons of radioactive mill waste and 90 million gallons of contaminated water
into a tributary of the Little Colorado River.
The Nuclear Regulatory Commission acknowledges additional toxic
tailings have washed into the region’s waterways, too. For example, in 1984,
a flash flood washed tons of high-grade uranium ore from Hack Canyon
Mine into a tributary of Kanab Creek that flows into the Grand Canyon.
Radiation levels remain elevated in a 10-acre area around the Orphan Mine
on the South Rim of the canyon and an area visitors frequent to the west,
prompting the National Park Service to periodically warn backpackers on the
nearby Tonto Trail to avoid using water in two drainages.

Uranium Claims Resurface
During the last seven years, as the price of uranium has risen, thousands of
new uranium claims have been filed within the watersheds that drain directly
into Grand Canyon National Park and the Colorado River. The Bureau of
Land Management has allowed abandoned mines, closed since the 1980s,
to be reopened. However, on January 9, 2012, Secretary of the Interior Ken
Salazar ordered a 20-year moratorium on new mining claims in the region in
response to an enormous outcry by tribal, business, and civic leaders; hunting,
fishing, ranching, and conservation groups; water, wildlife, city, and county
officials; and nearly 300,000 individuals who formed a coalition in favor of
the mining moratorium.
That evening at Mile 62, no one glowed from overexposure to radioactive
pollutants. Thoughts of uranium mines faded with the setting sun. As the
others gathered around the portable camping tables to eat spaghetti and hear
the plan for the next day, I wandered down a faint trail to see where it led.
Suddenly Jack popped out from behind a tall bush sending me a few feet into
the air.
“Gotcha!” he smiled.
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When my heartbeat slowed, I took a closer look at the bush that hid him
so well. Its foliage was spindly, as if someone had taken bows of cedar and
stretched them.
“I think it’s called salt cedar,” Jack said.
“Kinda looks like cedar with longer, paler foliage,” I replied.
“Its tap root is much longer, too,” Jack said. “It’s an invasive species that
sucks water away from native plants.”
	Salt cedar, also called tamarisk or Tamarix, is native to Eurasia and Africa.
It first appeared in the American Southwest at the beginning of the twentieth
century where it was used to stabilize riverbanks. Since then, it has become the
dominant riparian shrubby tree in the Colorado River basin below 2,000 feet.
	Salt cedar has been in the Grand Canyon since 1938, spread by windborne seeds. Drought and flood tolerant, it provides welcome shade to river
runners, yet has proved detrimental to the ecology of the Grand Canyon.
By outcompeting native vegetation and thus decreasing plant diversity, salt
cedar has displaced native wildlife. Salt cedar has also altered soil salinity and
increased fire danger because its wood readily burns green.
The National Park Service has tried to remove tamarisk by pulling it
out, cutting it to stump level, girdling it, spraying it with herbicide, and
most recently by introducing leaf beetles (Diorhabda carinulata). Native to
Southern Russia, Kazakhstan, Iran, Mongolia, and western China, the leaf
beetle doesn’t kill tamarisk trees immediately; rather, it defoliates the tree
over and over again until the plant eventually dies several years later. In
areas where the beetle was introduced a decade ago, 75 percent or more of
the tamarisk has died. Ecologists are optimistic that the beetle will control
tamarisk enough to allow native species such as willows, cottonwoods, and
honey mesquite to return.

A Rough Finish
The next two days in the canyon were the wildest and wettest of the trip. We
barreled through Unkar Rapid (Class 7) past the largest known prehistoric
settlement on the river, then dropped into Nevills Rapid (Class 7), named
for Norman Nevills, the first person to offer commercial river trips through
the canyon. I prayed for survival as we crashed over Hance Rapid (Class 8) at
the start of Granite Gorge. At Mile 132, Dubendorff Rapid (Class 8) nearly
swallowed me.
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We had just passed through another churner, Bedrock Rapid (Class 8),
soaking every inch of me. As I looked through a dry bag for something with
which to clean a camera lens, we lurched into Dubendorff Rapid. I quickly
grasped a safety rope while Jack grabbed one of my flailing feet. I felt like a
rodeo rider whose foot had snagged in a stirrup as I was bucked from a frantic
steer. Luckily the drop was short.
The rapids weren’t the only violent water this day. At Mile 137, we pulled
over on the western side of the river at the confluence with Deer Creek.
We scrambled over a few wet boulders to find Deer Creek Falls, a stunning
100-foot waterfall framed by ferns. I waded toward the alluring cascade expecting a refreshing shower. Instead, I found myself struggling to stay upright in
the 70 mile-per-hour wind, a powerful downdraft caused by the force of the
large volume of falling water. The gale sent bullets of spray toward anyone
who dared approach the base of the falls. We tried but quickly retreated at the
promise of an oasis further up the creek.
That night, we made camp a mile further downriver on several steps of
sand and ledge. Everyone spread out, tucking their tents under the cliffs
wherever they could find a flat area. I retired early to my tent, worn out
from the bucking river, but I tossed and turned in a restless slumber. In
my troubled sleep, crashing sounds in the sky melded with dreams of
crashing waves.
“Get up!” shouted Evan, urgently. “Everyone on the rafts!”
	It was pouring rain. The crashes in my dreams were real. Rocks rolled
down the towering cliffs above our camp, loosed by the precipitation. One
narrowly skipped over Ian who fortunately had set up his cot well under an
overhang. I pulled on a Gore-Tex shell, jammed my gear into a dry bag and
ran to the rafts. As I jogged, awkwardly toting my dry bag, I noticed a stream
of water winding its way through our tentsite, the early fingers of a potential
flash flood.
As we pushed off, a sizable boulder slammed into the ledge where our
cook table had stood the evening before. Water poured down the canyon
walls forming impressive waterfalls. Grace pulled a camera from the pocket
of her personal flotation device.
“You know it’s an unusual day in the canyon when a guide starts taking
pictures,” she shouted, smiling at me.
	I wasn’t sure how she could take a photograph. Rain pelted us from all
sides. Wind lashed at us as strongly as a Class 10 rapid. I held on to a safety
line, fearful of the storm and the power of the river, as we barreled along.
winter/spring 2015 33

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 33

11/19/14 2:55 PM

At mile 179, a raft runs the rapids at Lava Falls, which John Wesley Powell called “a
seething and boiling of the waters.” Rapids in the Grand Canyon are classified from 1 to
10, and this one rates a 10. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

Then, as quickly as it had hit, the tempest abated. Once again, the Grand
Canyon showed its magical side. The sky, cliffs, and the water took on a gray
blue hue between the horizontal lines of cottony clouds.
At Mile 157, we stopped at the entrance to Havasu Creek, planning to
hike the 3.5 miles to Havasu Falls, but the creek ran full and brown from the
storm. We feared a flash flood and returned to the raft. Three miles later, we
stopped for lunch on a pile of debris that had likely washed into the river
that morning.
“This wasn’t here last week,” Grace said as she examined an impressive
boulder bigger than a tractor trailer propped atop a pile of smaller rocks. A
distinct line of brown water draining from the pile of debris muddied a third
of the river. The sheer strength of Mother Nature to move such an amount of
earth humbled us. The Grand Canyon certainly has enough ability to change
itself without help from humans.
At Mile 179, we experienced the canyon’s natural forces one more time,
running Lava Rapid (Class 10), the last big rapid of the 187-mile journey.
We scouted it first, the only rapid the guides requested we scout beforehand.
From atop a black basalt pillow, I watched the raging water, turned brown
from storm runoff, jostle and kick another raft. The raft nearly buckled
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halfway down the run, recovered, then shot straight in the air before bumping and spinning out of control through the angry waves.
	I reboarded our raft, selecting a spot near the middle by the gear, the most
stable spot to anchor oneself though no place on the raft was going to be
remotely stable in the torrent I had just witnessed. As I felt the now familiar
tug of the current carry us toward the top of the rapids, I looked at Grace. Her
focus was entirely on the water as she grasped a safety line with one hand and
the handle of the little outboard engine with the other. Twenty horsepower
seemed a measly amount to steer our mega-raft through the danger ahead. A
moment later, I was underwater, then out of it, then back under again. I wanted
to close my eyes, but wanted to watch as well. Adrenaline coursed so strongly
through my body that I couldn’t focus on much more than holding on.
	It was a wild ride. As the river spit us out, everyone let out a cheer for
Grace who had masterfully navigated through the maelstrom. I thought again
of John Wesley Powell, who so accurately described Lava Rapid as “a seething
and boiling of the waters.”
Powell’s Grand Canyon experience was different than mine because the
river was different then, untouched, but our adventures shared many things
in common. Powell found the Grand Canyon a mix of churning hydraulics, searing heat, flash floods, rock-spitting cliffs, and natural marvels. I did,
too, but my journey was 100 miles shorter and took a week instead of 99
days. We traveled on large, stable J-boats rather than in wooden dories. Our
group was made up of sixteen outdoorsy teenagers and adults rather than
ten weathered mountain men and one professor. I had months to study the
well-documented route. For him, it was uncharted territory, yet like Powell,
during my time in the Grand Canyon, I discovered much and felt every bit
the explorer.

Longtime Appalachian Mountain Club member Lisa Densmore Ballard is an
award-winning writer, photographer, and filmmaker. She splits her time between
Red Lodge, Montana, and Chateaugay Lake, New York, when she’s not exploring a
wild part of the world. Visit her at LisaDensmore.com.
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Waterman Fund Essay Contest Winner

The Cage Canyon
“I am holding a piece of the wild in my hands,
and she wants nothing to do with me.”
Jenny Kelly Wagner
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Editor’s note: The winner of the seventh annual Waterman Fund Essay Contest,
which Appalachia sponsors jointly with the Waterman Fund, shows the trade-offs
of removing the dangers of wolves from civilization. We have nearly extirpated a
wild species from its habitat, leaving a population of wolves that never learned
to hunt because they were bred in captivity, a species that has lost its wildness but
can never be tamed. Wagner takes readers with her as she, grimy and wary, corrals
wild creatures and asks questions we all must ask.

T

he first time I meet Kiya, she is chained to the passenger
seat of a two-door Audi, glaring at me suspiciously with intense yellow
eyes. When I approach the car, she cowers in the corner as far as the chain
around her neck will allow. If I try to open the door, she might hurt herself
struggling against the restraints in her attempt to get away from me, so I
don’t push my luck. I take a deep breath as the woman who chained Kiya to
the seat steps out of the driver-side door.
Kiya is a 2-year-old black wolf. I am a 22-year-old blonde girl with a
liberal arts degree who was never even allowed to own a dog as a kid, wearing
filthy Carhartt jeans and a week’s worth of grime. I live and volunteer at
Mission: Wolf, a captive wolf sanctuary overlooking the jagged Sangre de
Cristo Mountains in southern Colorado.
	I have never seen a wolf in the wild. My ancestors, settlers from Europe,
initiated the decline of the North American gray wolf by killing countless
bison, elk, moose, and deer. Then, beginning in 1906, the U.S. Forest Service
and U.S. Bureau of Biological Survey (now the U.S. Fish & Wildlife Service)
sponsored a nationwide extermination of gray wolves to make grazing land
safe for domestic cattle. Until 1965, a wolf carcass could earn you as much
as $50 from the U.S. government. At that time, a gallon of gasoline sold for
35 cents.
	I wasn’t alive in 1965, but my mother likes to say that our nation figured
out a lot of things during the 1960s. As we were coming to terms with the
diversity in our own population, the scientific community (and, perhaps
more important, the National Park Service) was growing more confident that
Jenny Kelly Wagner “shakes” the paw of Rosie, a wolf who grew up in the Mission: Wolf
sanctuary for captive animals in southern Colorado. COURTNEY HOYT
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natural ecosystems became more healthy and stable as biodiversity increased.
My mother, a stalwart feminist, joined the march on Washington, D.C., for
civil rights in the summer of 1963. A year later, President Johnson signed the
Wilderness Act. It was ten more years before the Endangered Species Act
forbade the hunting of our 300 remaining wolves in northern Minnesota, and
more than 30 years before the first wolves were reintroduced in Yellowstone
National Park.
Before the government started releasing wolves into Yellowstone’s Lamar
Valley in 1995, overgrazing herbivores destroyed vegetation in our nation’s
first national park. Predators were scarce, and the grizzly bear was quickly
disappearing from the unbalanced ecosystem. Once wolves returned, the
oversized elk populations in the park had something to run from. Their hooves
churned the ground loose, aerating the soil. After wolf reintroduction, plant
life began to flourish. Young saplings in riverbeds could grow undisturbed
by oversized herds of lazy ungulates. At least 50 species of songbirds returned
to nest in the mature trees. Beavers built houses with willow branches. The
shade from the trees cooled streams and rivers to a healthy temperature for
fish, and the elusive grizzly bear started to make a miraculous comeback.
Before the Europeans arrived, half a million wild wolves ranged across
almost the entire continental United States. Now, a quarter of a million
wolves live here in captivity, and fewer than 10,000 wild wolves roam our
small patches of wilderness. Desperate for a connection to the wild, many
people buy wild animals and take them home.
As I watch Kiya clawing at the Audi’s upholstery, I am less concerned
about what wilderness means for me than I am about what it means for her.
People call us every week with horror stories of unruly pet wolves. Kiya’s story
is an all-too-familiar narrative. Sold as a puppy from a breeder in Canada
claiming she was 98 percent wolf, 2 percent dog, she was confined to a small
apartment in a subdivision outside of Denver, terrified of everyone except the
couple that raised her. Kiya bit a young girl who tried to take a shoe away
from her.
Kiya’s next 45 days must be spent in quarantine at our facility or she will
be destroyed.
The first thing we have to do when we receive a phone call from a wolf
or wolf-dog owner is take a deep breath. Usually, it’s an emergency. A wolf
jumped my 8-foot fence and is running around on the interstate. A wolf attacked
my wife’s dog over the food bowl. My wolf thinks he is protecting me by growling at
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my partner. My neighbor saw how our wolf carries our 2-year-old around gently
by the head, and when he tried to intervene, the wolf got rough.
Take the animal to the vet yourself and pay to have it euthanized, we tell
people on the phone, because that is what will happen if you set it free or take
it to a shelter. Be responsible. Make it quick and clean.
My job isn’t always as grim as it sounds. In summer, I meet hundreds of
kids from all over the country. My favorite groups are the inner-city kids
who come up with a Denver nonprofit to camp next to our parking lot. They
wear sweatshirts and baggy jeans instead of Gore-Tex shells. Most of them
have never seen the stars. It takes them some time to get used to the silence,
but after a week of sleeping outside, the kids learn to sit calmly and listen. I
wonder if a week is enough. I wonder what the world would be like if adults
all learned to sit calmly and listen.
Most of the meat we feed the wolves arrives in the form of donated
livestock, animals at neighboring ranches that have reached the end of their
quality of life. Our neighbors call us when they have a horse or cow go down,*
and we bring it to the sanctuary to process and feed to the wolves. Often, I
find myself teaching anatomy lessons to curious visitors. I’m not a biologist. I
yawned in the back of my high school science class, daydreaming and skipping
my homework until the glorious day we finally got to dissect a fetal pig.
But a week ago, I found myself holding a large, bloody cow pancreas aloft
in front of a pack of fascinated 13-year-old Girl Scouts as they helped me
prepare food for the wolves at our sanctuary. Humans are driven by a need
for direct experience. Our souls crave what is raw and real, even if we have
convinced ourselves we can opt out of all that nasty survival stuff. Instead, we
watch, on the Discovery Channel, every other species worry about the circle
of life.
We depend on wild plants and animals for our survival, and yet we do our
best to cover up all evidence of our participation in the cycles of our natural
world. My food has been deboned, pre-washed, and no longer resembles
anything that 13-year-old girls think is cool. My drinking water comes from a
pipe diverting Rocky Mountain snowmelt, via the Arkansas River, that used
to flow all the way to Mexico. We are just as disconnected from soybeans as
we are from cows, so do the moral implications change if I eat a steak or a
piece of tofu? I want to hold the hatchet that beheads my chicken dinner.
* Died in the night or been recommended for euthanizing or shooting.
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I want to hear the snap of spinach stems severed by my own pair of scissors.
I want to reconnect.
	I want to feel a connection to nature, but the 20-foot-long chain connecting
me to a black wolf named Kiya is not what I had in mind. I am holding a
piece of the wild in my hands, and she wants nothing to do with me. As
I begin to walk across the flat dirt parking lot, Kiya takes off running and
almost pulls me off my feet. I direct her in circles, which she runs relentlessly
around me. Kiya has no desire to come closer to me. I give her all the slack
I can on the chain. At a 15-foot distance from me, she visibly relaxes. Finally,
almost enough space. For wolves and other wild animals, how we manage the
world’s wild places could mean the difference between life in the wild and
only existing in cages.
The wilderness is shrinking. I might never see the remaining pockets of
untouched land, but their ecological value is inestimable. Much of our oxygen
comes from places that we will never visit: huge swathes of forest in North
America and Siberia, the incredibly biologically diverse Amazon Rainforest,
and cold oceans rich with phytoplankton and seaweed. Our fates closely
entwine with the rest of the Earth, but humans live a disconnected existence.
We surf the Internet instead of talking to each other. We pave the space
between our feet and the ground so that we can drive past everything without
having to feel the chilly air or listen to the birds or greet our neighbors. By
insulating ourselves from the outdoors, we have created a cage for ourselves
that is warm, comfortable, and lonely as hell.
By now I have known Kiya for three years, and she still doesn’t want to
hang out with me. All she wants from me is the whole leg of road-killed deer
I’m carrying down the hill in a plastic bucket. Unable to build an appropriate
fence, the woman driving the Audi had no choice but to ask us to take her
wolf in permanently. She’d visited Kiya once, but the wolf spiraled into
disappointment after she’d left.
Kiya now lives in a three-acre pen with two other canines. I feed her, and
that’s the reason she can never learn to survive in the wild. Because she was
born in captivity (to a breeder in Canada), she never can return to the wild
because she does not fear humans and she thinks humans are the source of all
of her food.
At night, I fall asleep to the howling of Kiya and 35 other wolves imprisoned
for their own good inside fences up and down the canyon. Like Kiya, they
do not know how to find their own food and cannot survive in the wild. I
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wonder if I’m very different. Outside the fences, a pack of wild coyotes yips
in reply. The sound curbs my loneliness. Somewhere north of here, out of
earshot from any human, a wild wolf is howling.
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Breakup at 4,800 Feet
He hiked out, and she didn’t
Elissa Ely
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H

eav y-limbed and middle-aged, we hiked up Old Bridle
Path and over Agony Ridge, heading toward Greenleaf Hut, liberated
from the human ties we had left behind. We felt ourselves agile and
untethered. Without attachments to spouses and children, we had become
downright buoyant.
	On the second Agony, we slipped over rained-on rocks. We paused, took
stock, took hold of wet boulders, and paused again. We were feeling more
endangered now. A young Greenleaf Hut croo member passed in the other
direction. She saw us hesitating and nodded, lightly skimming the rocks, but
did not stop. She, too, was unattached.
	Someone breathed behind us, and an old man, hale in a bandana, fell
into step. He looked as though he could have blown up a balloon while
vaulting past us. When he slowed down, it was not because he needed to;
it was that we were new neighbors, and he had stopped to socialize over the
fence. He said he hoped he could finish the entire Franconia Ridge loop and
looked at his watch. “Feels good,” he said. The day was beautiful, the route
straightforward.
But, our neighbor added, he had to move quickly. He had promised his
wife he would be back before she became too worried. They had been married
for 40 years. She didn’t like hiking; she liked shopping. She was going to
find an outlet store or two, and would be waiting for him in the Lafayette
Campground parking lot. They had parted an hour and a half ago, and he
figured he had about three hours left before he needed to get back to her.
He wondered whether he could finish the loop in that time. He thought
probably not—which was disappointing, of course, but you had to be realistic.
He would climb to the summit and turn around.
That was the marital bargain: all the mountain freedom he wanted, if he
could keep his wife from worrying about him.
His solitary hike fulfilled him; we could see that. At the same time, it was
obvious, he could hardly wait to return to his wife. He excused himself and
sped up. Time talking to us meant distance lost. Thousands of feet below, an
elderly woman would be waiting in a car with shopping bags. Maybe she was
reading a paperback in the passenger seat. Maybe she had brought her knitting. Maybe she was gazing out the open window, remembering something
they needed to do together.
Mount Lafayette seen from the Franconia Ridge, setting of beauty, sorrow, and joy.
JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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That night, cheek to jowl with strangers, we lay in adjoining top tiers of
triple bunk beds. A young man had spread his sheet in the bunk beneath one
of us, and a young woman lay in the bunk beneath him. They spoke quietly
to each other, in French. He kept peering over the edge to check on her. She
lay curled under her sheet as if she had a chill. Once or twice, he climbed out
of his bed and knelt next to hers. They seemed affectionate, though she also
seemed ill. We wondered what emergency procedures might be necessary if
her fever—it must have been a fever—didn’t go down.
The next morning, he rose for breakfast, but she didn’t. She lay under her
sheet while we dressed with our backs to them. She lay there while he folded
his blankets and filled his backpack, went to the dining hall, finished his meal
a table away from us, and returned to the bunks with a last cup of coffee. He
knelt by her bed and said something, which we didn’t hear. Then he took up
his poles, pulled his belongings onto his back, and left. A few minutes later,
we realized he had hiked out. Another few, and we knew he wasn’t returning.
	She lay in the bunk, weeping. This was not for our eyes; it’s wrong to
witness the shattering of a stranger. We had no right to this intimacy at 4,800
feet, yet could not avoid it. We looked past her for the toothpaste.
Then we climbed the mile to Mount Lafayette, stood in what seemed—
to our aging bones—like a gale, and turned onto the foggy ridge. We stumbled
down the Falling Waters Trail. Near the bottom, we encountered a couple
hiking up the Falling Waters Trail, nowhere near the ridge, and even farther
from the top of Lafayette and the trail down to Greenleaf Hut. They asked
hopefully how much farther it was to Greenleaf Hut. We wondered whether
they would find our stranger still there, crying.
We had taken to the mountains for a high view of our sorrows and for
the freedom it brought. Elevation doesn’t diminish sorrows, and freedom is
only a joy if you choose it. Late that night, driving in silence back to Boston
and tethered again to responsibilities, we separately and secretly rejoiced—
because, in fact, human ties are everything.

Elissa Ely is a Boston-based psychiatrist and writer who is often published in the
Boston Globe.

Editor’s note: This essay takes place on one of the most traveled ridges in the White
Mountains of New Hampshire. The Franconia Ridge loop combines the Old Bridle Path, the Franconia Ridge Trail, and the Falling Waters Trail, an 8.9-mile
circuit.
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Light
Here in the short mountain days of December
we can’t stop looking at the ten a.m. apricot light
pouring through the pines, raying the snow
in the spoked wheel of sunrise, the deep blue
windows of pine. Bounding the ravine, two martens
trace fluid dark paths, bodies pouring in and out
of underbrush and burrows. The nuthatch climbs
the lodgepole, blue feathers and black cap.
Deer hoof-prints stitch the snowcrust. At breakfast
we talked of the night sky, moonlight cast up
from the snow lit our way, while far to the north,
auroral dark, the thousand and two visible stars,
the Milky Way, divided the year from penumbral day.
All of life spun daily past the sun, the wheeling moon,
the blue-black starfield, the wandering planets,
our bodies’ clocks reset to sunrise, moon, and night.
Robin Chapman

Robin Chapman is the author of seven poetry books, most recently The Eelgrass
Meadow (Tebot Bach, 2011). She is recipient of Appalachia’s 2010 Poetry Prize.
Her poems have appeared recently in Atlanta Review, Dalhousie Review, Prairie
Schooner, and Southern Poetry Review, among other journals.
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Finding Courage in the
Mountains’ Shadows
Recovering a climber’s body
Ryan J. Harvey

. . .the stark reality of death, that half dreaded, half invited angel ever brooding
in the shadows of the climber’s world.

—Laura and Guy Waterman, A Fine Kind of Madness
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B

acks to the encircling headwall, we listen as the helicopter
flies out of sight, rounding Chandler Ridge until we can no longer hear
its low hum. The silence and stillness of the Great Gulf dominate. Without
conversation, we collect our gear, gather our thoughts, and begin to pick our
way back up the headwall in the moonlight.
This time I climb ahead of Mike, lost in my thoughts of the evening’s
events. The adrenaline receding, I withdraw into a meditative state of climbing. The moonlight seems to illuminate my thoughts on the past three hours,
on the darker side of the alpine experience: suffering, struggle, and death.
	Only a few hours before, with the sun still in the western sky, I awoke in
the afternoon as I had every other day of my shift. The rime-encrusted portal
of my bunkroom within the Mount Washington Observatory glistened as
sunlight filtered through. I knew by the intensity of the light that we were out
of the clouds.
As I was walking up the spiral stairs of the cold observation tower,
the hum of instrumentation dominated as the ever-present winds were
noticeably absent, at least through the thick walls of the tower. Pushing my
way through the tightly sealed door of the weather room, I awoke again to
the uninterrupted alpine light pouring through the triple-paned windows
that frame our workstation. The Northern Presidential Range was majestic
with fresh snow and a rare, clear winter afternoon. After exchanging “good
mornings” with the day observing crew, I withdraw myself to sit, sip my
coffee, and contemplate the mountains, skyscape, and my perch atop the
Northeast’s prudential.
A half hour before shift, my evening changes.
Mike Pelchat, manager of the Mount Washington State Park with which
the Mount Washington Observatory shares a space, approaches me with
purpose. A search and rescue is about to be under way in the nearby Great Gulf
Wilderness. This glacially carved valley separates the Northern Presidential
Range and the Mount Washington massif. “Would you be available?” he
asks. “Sure.” I respond hastily not knowing what I am committing myself
to. “You’re an ice-climber, right?” Mike inquires. I answer “Yes,” reluctantly.
Having picked my way through the mountains of the Adirondacks and the
Whites, my skills are reliable, yet they have never been applied to the pressure

On a cold night in March 2005, skiers were missing near Pipeline Gully on the steep,
frozen slopes below Mount Clay, in the White Mountains of New Hampshire. The
author agreed to go down and search—after answering the question, “You’re an iceclimber, right?” MIKE PELCHAT
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of emergency. The talent that had always been a source of pleasure and
recreation is about to bring me to the site of pain and catastrophe. Mentally,
I review the summit crew and affirm that Mike and I are the only winter
mountaineers. I don’t have much of a choice: He needs a partner for safety.
Whatever safety I could provide.
We part ways to gear up, I to the observatory and Mike to the State Park
office. Mike is unassuming and modest. Living in nearby Gorham with his
wife, Diane, they share their work atop the “rockpile.” Being involved in the
local trail club and search-and-rescue team, and being manager of the Mount
Washington State Park, his passion for the mountains radiates. As a mountaineer and ice climber, he holds considerable experience in the higher ranges
of the world. As a long-time inhabitant of the White Mountains, his skills,
resilience, and confidence are born of caution, prudence, and familiarity with
the frailty of life within these mountains. Although he may modestly deny it,
he truly is a living legend.
	In full climbing garb, we step out from our sheltered bunker. Mike dons
a heavy pack equipped with radio, extra climbing gear, a medical kit, and a
full-piece climbing suit. I shoulder my winter rucksack with supplemental
gear for a possible night out.
	Stepping onto the stark, unbroken snow and ice, the crunch of our
crampons onto the wind-scoured snow is sharp without wind. Climbing
down the gentle shoulder of the summit, the broad but distinct lip of the
headwall presents itself and the broad ridges of the Northern Presidential
Range loom ahead. Though not far, the observatory appears very distant as
the treeless alpine landscape distorts perception.
Reaching the headwall, Mike and I stand side by side gazing into the Great
Gulf Wilderness 1,500 feet below. I’m in awe and appreciation, this being the
first time I’m standing at this location. As the sun begins to set on the western
horizon, the headwall casts a faint blue shadow over the dwarf spruce–fir forests below. The juxtaposition of grandeur in the landscape and the unknown
suffering of the hikers we are heading to is highlighted by the intense beauty
and calm of this particular afternoon. Still not knowing the situation we are
approaching, the impartiality of the mountains is overwhelmingly clear.
Mike shouts into the depths of the gulf, straining to hear a response.
Nothing. After a few more attempts, we hear a faint answer. With binoculars,
Mike locates the party near a small snowfield perched above the frozen
tarn of Spaulding Lake. Above them, the intimidating, steep east face of
Mount Clay looms, eerily casting the faint blue shadow that I had admired
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moments before. Mike contacts New Hampshire Fish and Game, the agency
overseeing search-and-rescue operations in the state, via radio informing
them of the party’s location; I radio the observatory. Without hesitation or
apprehension, Mike steps forward and begins the decent of the headwall.
I follow.
Unroped, we slowly negotiate the headwall down-climbing. Mike leads,
picking his way down, finding the best route. Frontpointing, climbing down
I look below, through my legs, past the points of my crampons to plan my
next foot or ax placement following Mike’s lead below. Making a solid ax
placement near my sternum I shift weight onto one foot and place the other
below, then match them again with the other. Calculated and methodical,
we plod our way down into the engulfing shadow. Intermittently, holding a
secure stance, I pause to admire the panorama hoping to burn the images into
my memory. The stunted forest below begins to creep closer and closer. As we
land on the snowfield connecting the flutings and gullies of the headwall and
Mount Clay, we travel totally within the mountains’ shadow while the last
sliver of daylight touches on the higher summits overhead. While admiring
this wild perch, I am reminded by adrenaline of my purpose for being here
and the task that remains.
	On the snowfield, we direct our attention to the headwall of Mount Clay’s
eastern face. We can see the skiers scattered directly under the snow and ice
couloir of Pipeline Gully, a narrow, 1,100-foot chute that prominently cuts
through the rocky abutments of Clay’s eastern slopes. Mike exchanges radio
conversation with Fish and Game, and then turns to me.
“There’s a fatality.”
Fatality. Fatality. The word echoes through my mind. Catching my breath,
the reality of the scene we are about to enter unfolds.
Working in the higher mountains of the Northeast, I knew this moment
would eventually present itself, the harsh cost of mountain adventure. I felt
prepared, and simultaneously fearful. To meet the ultimate example of human
frailty within a beautifully indifferent landscape was already wrenching apart
my notions of self, strength, and surety. With life and death on the slope
above us, the mountains enveloped our darkening perch.
Mike and I are first approached by a member of the party who introduces
himself as Colin and calmly briefs us on the situation. He leads us to his
partner John who lies supported in the snow: dried blood is smeared across
his face as he sustains an expression of agony and anxiety. As Mike reviews
John’s injuries, Colin gestures to a figure lying upslope. It’s their partner Rob
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who did not survive the fall. No explanation is needed as an icefall of Pipeline
Gully remains maliciously visible in the dimming light.
Earlier that day, the three ambitious skiers hiked up the western slope of
Mount Washington, skis strapped on their packs, excited to embark on an
epic day of alpine skiing on the rugged terrain of the Northern Presidential
Range. First, they summited Mount Washington and admired the glorious
winter day above treeline. I was a mere hundred yards away asleep in my
bunker. The three then traversed the northern shoulder of Washington
toward the narrow ridge of the 5,553-foot Mount Clay with their eyes set
on the steep, committing, 1,500-foot couloir of Pipeline Gully. In a good
winter, snow remains in the sheltered northeast-facing gully into early June.
However, in lean snow years, Pipeline is interrupted by steep ice. This winter,
in fact, was one of the coldest on record in New England, thus providing
little snow and lean skiing conditions. As the three skiers plodded their
way atop the headwall, Pipeline remained hidden behind the vertical rock
buttresses of Mount Clay.
Reaching the deceptive upper slopes of the gully, the run steepens and
narrows to nearly 30 feet coupled with a consistent 40- to 45-degree pitch.
The three committed and pointed their tips down into the unknown.
	Nearly 1,000 feet down, the skiers encountered steep ice that was deemed
unskiable. John, using his ice ax, began to replace crampons for his skis. With
one secure, he slipped while placing the other and careened down, over the
bulge, and out of sight. Luckily, he was thrown clear of rocks and landed
on packed snow. Hearing his cries for help, Colin then instructed Rob to
switch to his crampons to negotiate the steep ice bulge. Without time to
react, one of Rob’s crampons fell off and he, too, rocketed over the bulge.
A boulder field stopped his fall, killing him on impact. Colin was left with
one partner seriously injured, another deceased, surrounded by some of the
most technical terrain in the Northeast, and nearly a seven-mile hike to
the nearest road.
After packaging up John, Mike radios Fish and Game about evacuation plans. Several options are discussed and an air evacuation is initiated,
taking advantage of the favorable weather conditions. A National Guard
Black Hawk helicopter is dispatched, and Mike, Colin, and I prepare John
to be airlifted.
Meanwhile, dusk has crept up from the valley floor as the bluish-gray
shadow of the ridge appears above Chandler Ridge to the east. The stillness
of the valley, the steep flutings of the headwall, and the persistent presence of
50 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 50

11/19/14 2:55 PM

Staffers at the Mount Washington Observatory peered through clearings in the windows
as they viewed Mike Pelchat and Ryan Harvey trying to find the missing skiers.
COURTESY OF RYAN J. HARVEY

Washington instills an unsettled and eerie atmosphere. It’s hard to believe one
of the windiest places on Earth remains so still on this night. A slight breeze
brushes over the snow, nothing else. The silence is absolute, crisp. Waiting,
listening, we anticipate the helicopter’s arrival.
A low hum soon can be heard behind Chandler Ridge. It grows louder,
louder, and more distinctive until finally the Black Hawk emerges, traveling
up through the valley. The relief implied by such a sound is palpable; it is as
if I could physically feel our spirits rising. The helicopter cautiously scans the
slopes with a searchlight; the higher peaks appear to grow larger as the helicopter approaches.
	Spindrift snow begins to swirl as the helicopter positions itself and drops
off a litter for John. Using the Skedco—a sled-like litter—we secure John and
carefully transport him through the krummholz to a small snowfield that lies
above Spaulding Lake. I tether the litter with a plunge of my ice ax into the
hard crust. Mike hails National Guard that we are ready for John’s evacuation.
John, immobilized, vulnerable, lies in the middle of the snowfield awaiting
rescue. Mike stays by his side.
	It’s now dark and the moon is rising. The helicopter reemerges into the
Great Gulf. I direct a flashlight onto Mike, who is now donning a fluorescent
blaze orange jacket. The searchlight scans the dark slopes, highlighting the
snow-covered, stunted trees and reaffirming our diminutive size among these
gothics. The moment feels surreal, incomprehensible, otherworldly. We are
so small and so desperate for life, working out our struggle across a landscape
whose ambivalence could not be more blatant.
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The helicopter now directly above, slowly lowers, driving the immediate
chaos of wind, noise, and spindrift snow into our faces. The tag line of the
litter begins to warp, twist, and snake itself around the gnarled treetops.
Moments later, the litter, with John now strapped to it, spins with the rotor
wash as Mike and I try to control it. Unknowingly, National Guard continues
to haul John up until he is pulled into the secure confines of the Black Hawk,
which then careens sharply and flies out of the valley. I imagine how John
must be feeling in the safety of the helicopter and its crew, with the promise
of recovery. My mind then turns to his partner, who lay in the snow below his
final ski run.
The helicopter flies in once more to evacuate Colin, who agrees to be
flown out after much persuasion. He’d been insisting on walking out but
agreed it would be only right to have him accompany his friend who would
be transported to the nearby hospital.
As Colin flies out, National Guard communicates their low fuel status and
indicates they will have to retrieve Rob’s body the next day. With that stated,
it also means a climb up the headwall for Mike and me. We again stand side
by side, silent, letting the utterly oddly peaceful landscape reclaim its space
from the rumble of the helicopter. How do we reflect on the events that led
us here?
Up the headwall, I feel strong, confident, quite different from my previous
climbs. It is as if the clutter, the nagging uncertainty of my mind had been
extinguished. The terrain, movement, and space behind me felt comforting,
almost familiar. But it couldn’t be. In fact, this is my first climb up the
Great Gulf headwall.
	I reach the lip of the headwall ahead of Mike. Waiting, I admire the four
high peaks of Clay, Jefferson, Adams, and Madison, and the massif of Washington encircling the now dark Great Gulf. Intermittent fog now shrouds
Washington’s shoulders, clearing momentarily with light gusts of wind.
Through the fog, I catch a glint of light from the observatory weather room,
reminding me that my last radio transmission was from this very spot three
hours earlier! I dig out my radio: “2-0 mobile calling 2-0.” The response comes
quickly, “This is 2-0, go ahead.” “We’ve topped out of the headwall and are
coming home.” Dan, the night observer on duty, signs off in a tone of relief.
Mike catches up, and we begin to plod slowly toward the summit, both
feeling a bit knackered. Breaking the silence, Mike simply states, “That
was quite a rescue.” I agree and completely understand the weight of these
few words.
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Writing nearly ten years after this incident, I know how much humility
and reverence were encapsulated into Mike’s few words. Not a hint of bravado
but of respect and humility.
The summit crew welcomes us back with leftovers from dinner, and we
piece together our experience. I join Dan with observing for the remainder
of the night until falling into a heavy mountaineer’s slumber early in the
morning.
The next day Washington and the Presidentials are once again obscured in
clouds, rendering a helicopter recovery of Rob’s body not possible. Instead,
his body was heroically retrieved by Mike and the volunteers of the Mountain
Rescue Service through the very terrain that led to his demise: Pipeline Gully.
I am later informed that the rescue was the only winter night helicopter
evacuation in the White Mountains to date. It was indeed “quite a rescue.”
	In the weeks following, I received thank-you letters from John and his
family, keeping me informed of his recovery. I was most appreciative of their
thoughtfulness and gratitude. John had fractured his vertebrae, broken some
ribs, and fractured his pelvis. His last letter received contained his wishes to
be skiing again the next winter. A year later, an article on this incident noted
that he was out skiing again, pointing his tips down into Tuckerman Ravine.
	Nearly ten years later, I find myself being jostled by our rough, rural
roads attending a patient in the back of an ambulance. Full of adrenaline and
urgency, I often think to myself how unexpected it is to be serving as a rural
emergency medical technician. Late nights, early mornings, short sleep, the
experience of the frailty of life: the urgency dissolves the boundary between
self and other, life and death, and discerns from the relative the absolute.
And in this light, I am thankful. Witnessing death, I recognize the fear that
is the underside of human frailty. To contemplate this is challenging, freeing,
transforming—a renewal of my humanity and a reminder of humility.
	Only now do I recognize that night in the Great Gulf gave me
such courage.

Ryan J. Harvey is a forester, land manager, and trails consultant. He resides
with his partner, Bethann Weick, and their dog, Mica, in Dorchester,
New Hampshire, where they homestead 28 acres along the South Branch of the
Asquamchumauke River.
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118 Deer Went By . . .
Reminiscing about the old sporting camps
deep in the Maine backcountry
William Geller
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Editor’s note: This is part two of the story of a vanished way of life in Maine,
between Rainbow Lake and Yoke Pond just west of Millinocket, south of Baxter
State Park. This region encompasses the northernmost 49 miles of what we now
call the 100-Mile Wilderness. The previous installment in our Summer/Fall 2014
issue (LXV no. 2) told about the vanished world of logging. As that story closed,
we left an old logger sitting at the edge of a quiet lake in July 1966. This story
begins with that moment. But in this story, the history unfolds through the eyes of
a sporting camp caretaker named Rex Hale, who docks his boat where the logger
is sitting.

O

n that sunny July 16, 1966, Rex Hale slowed his motorboat
as it approached the dam at the mouth of Nahmakanta Stream near
White House Landing on Pemadumcook Lake, deep in Maine’s roadless
backcountry, 93 miles upriver from Bangor. He met up with an old friend,
a logger who had spent decades sending timber down the waterways to
sawmills and paper mills. Rex found the old logger waiting for him at the
dam. That evening, they sat quietly on the porch of a camp below the dam,
reminiscing about the area’s sporting camps.
“I remember when I came here in 1911,” Rex said. “I was 10 years old. I
loved listening to the stories my parents and their friends told.” Rex’s father,
Charles A. Hale, was clerk at this former lumber camp. The family lived in
Norcross at the time, and Rex’s father operated a sporting camp at the carry,1
between Ambejejus and Millinocket lakes starting around 1900. Rex’s mother,
Doris, had grown up at the sporting camps at Passagamet Lake and Kidney
Pond. His mother-in-law, Grace McDonald, and her husband, Joseph, ran
the sporting camps here in the 1920s and early 1930s.
Rex remembered guiding for the Haynes family in the Jo-Mary and
Cooper Brook area in the 1940s and 1950s, generally during the fall hunting
seasons. Jasper Haynes and his clients paid Rex more than he could earn at
his job at the paper mill. Rex’s Aunt Phyllis’s two sons Robert and Raymond
Leet were part of the crew that just finished sluicing at the dam across the
way. About 1957, his father-in-law, Ernest Mayo, passed the caretaking of this
camp to Rex.
1

A carry is a portage path for boats.

At left, Buckhorn Camps around 1901.

COURTESY OF SANDY HAYNES
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The sporting camp era between Rainbow Lake and Yoke Pond
started in the early 1890s. The Bangor and Aroostook Railroad continued to
extend its tracks north from Brownville and by 1894 reached the West Branch
at North Twin Dam. Nearby at the foot of a teardrop-shaped cove of North
Twin Lake, the company built some homes for its railroad section workers and a little settlement called Norcross sprang up. Norcross became the
jumping-off place for “sports”—that is, men and, later, women, who came.
In the early years, the sports were typically men who came to fish and hunt.
As the camps improved, women also came as guests, either to fish and hunt or
simply vacation. By 1900, couples, and families were beginning to come and
stay most of the summer. The length of stays shortened later.
By 1966, the sporting camp owners struggled to make ends meet. They
kept on because they loved the way of life. The camps fed and housed hunters
and anglers at the head of Nahmakanta Lake (established in 1872), at the
mouth Nahmakanta Stream at Pemadumcook (since 1890), at Yoke Pond
(1892), at Rainbow Lake (1895), at Middle Jo-Mary Lake (1895), at Lower
Jo-Mary Lake (1900), at Third Debsconeag Lake (1901), and at Fourth
Debsconeag Lake (1903).
For years, the old logger told Rex, the American Indians had traveled
to these waters for food, and they worked as guides when white men first
explored there. By the 1870s, white trappers were guiding and using their
crude trapline camps and logging camps. Once the railroad reached Norcross
in 1894, the number of sports increased dramatically, and the camps of the
most enterprising guides radically improved. Other guides worked for the
prominent camps that usually had a branch camp or two on nearby ponds.
Most of the camps instructed the sports to meet their guides at Norcross.
The journey began with a steamer ride to one of the jumping-off places on
Pemadumcook, Jo-Mary Stream, Nahmakanta Stream, and Ambejejus Falls.
From any of those locations, travel was by canoe with several portages and
hiking depending on destination. Rainbow Lake was furthest at 25 miles.
Yoke Pond guides met their sports at Katahdin Iron Works and took them on
a jarring 17-mile buckboard ride and hike. These routes to the camps did not
change until the 1920s, when Greenville became the jumping-off place for
both Yoke Pond and Rainbow Lake camps.
The sound of an approaching boat interrupted Rex and the
logger’s conversation. Betty and Buzzy Hopper, proprietors of Nahmakanta
Lake Camps, motored by to their landing in the far cove. Betty was Rex’s wife’s
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sister’s daughter. Rex wondered if they were biking tonight. For a time, Buzzy
biked the old tote road to Nahmakanta Lake where they had another boat to
take to the camps at the head of the lake. Buzzy worked the 3–11 p.m. shift at
the post office and returned in the dark without a light, sometimes with Betty
on the crossbar. The Ketchum family would have smiled approvingly because
Lewey Ketchum ran the river at night in his canoe 70 years previous. Lewey
built the original camp in 1872 for Samuel Colt, the founder of United States
Rubber Company. Colt abandoned it about 1890, and Lewey and his family
lived there summers for the next 30 years, running it for at least the last 25 as
a sporting camp.
Rex and the logger were not sure when the first camp was built in the
vicinity of where they sat, but Rex knew a man named Stinchfield and Fred
Heath operated a sporting camp here from about 1895 to about 1910. The
two men also used it as a logging camp and toting shanty. If sports timed it
right, they could hitch a tote ride almost daily to Nahmakanta. In 1910, Great
Northern Paper took over the area and built its Debsconeag Depot Camp,
which included a 60-person white boarding house that resulted in the name

Guides and “sports” (camp guests) fish on Jo-Mary Stream in the late 1890s or early
1900s. COURTESY OF SANDY HAYNES
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“White House Landing.” When GNP no longer needed it for its logging
operations, the company hired Joseph and Grace McDonald (ca. 1920) to run
a retreat complex for GNP’s executives and guests. By 1929, they opened the
camp to the general public. About 1943, GNP did not renew the commercial
lease and helped the Myshralls, who had the lease, move operations to Third
Debsconeag Lake to what had been the Sammy Smith and Fred Spencer
camps. GNP had all but the three original log structures removed about 1943
and issued a private camp lease to the current owner Stephen J. Chamberlain
in 1950.
From the porch, Rex looked across to the point where John and Madline
Michaud had a camp from about 1899 to about 1911. The Michauds were one
of several families in the watershed who accommodated sports in their yearround home. Charles and Ana Collins on Rainbow Lake and Lee Clement on
Fourth Debsconeag Lake did the same when they first opened.
The old logger was curious about the camps at Fourth Lake that had been
operating continuously since 1903. He knew Lee Clement was the first to
open a sporting camp there, but was not so sure he was the first person to
live on or near the point. A trapper and American Indian woman had a camp
there. Some think they built and lived in the currently standing camp whose
interior walls and ceiling she intricately decorated with birch bark that is still
in excellent condition. Others think that was done later by a visiting artist.
The Ketchum children told the old logger about paddling by and waving to
the Indian family, and he thought that was probably before 1903. He had
also heard the story that President Theodore Roosevelt stayed in the camp
during his presidency, but old Norcross Hotel records had no evidence of him
coming through Norcross.
The Clement name shifted Rex and the logger’s conversation to the
Smith family. Sammy Smith had a camp without a lease at the outlet of
Prentiss Pond, which drains east a short distance to Nahmakanta Lake.
The timber cruisers discovered it in 1922 and would not provide a lease
until convinced to do so by Clement. Supposedly the pond had no trout,
but Sammy’s son Nelson fixed that by going over to Tumbledown Dick
Pond and bringing back trout in pails. No one was quite sure when Sammy
or someone in his family stopped using the camps, but shortly after Sammy
died in 1948, Jasper Haynes replaced a roof. Sammy and Jasper were both
ardent trappers.
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Rex was familiar with the Haynes family because he had guided for Jasper
Haynes, whose uncle was Guy Haynes and one of Rex’s neighbors at Norcross.
Guy had a camp on the big island closest to the dam at Rainbow Lake. Three
others also had camps up there in the early years. Charles Garland was at
the southeast corner (1900–ca. 1913) with a 5-acre garden, Walter McPheters
was at what is now known as Rainbow Spring (ca. 1900–1915), and Charles
Collins was on the west side of the dam (1903–1926). With the exception of
Garland, who brought his guests in from the West Branch through Second
Debsconeag Lake, the guests of the others came by steamer to a dock below
the porch where Rex and the logger now sat, walked the portage trail to Third
Debsconeag Lake, and paddled to the upper end where they took the old tote
road to the southeast corner of the lake. Both Haynes and McPheters had
small camps near their portage to Rainbow.
The only remaining camps at Rainbow Lake are the Rainbow Lake Camps
built by Fred Clifford about 1926 and Fred Daisey’s place east of the dam on
the north side of the lake. When Clifford built, Collins still had his camp at
the dam as did Eban Upton. Eugene Hale was operating at the east end of the
lake, and Manley Boynton was on the lake, probably in the northwest cove.
The 1924 fire destroyed the Haynes and McPheters camps. By 1938, Clifford
had bought the camps at the dam, and Boynton and Hale were gone. GNP
had owned the camps since 1958. Rex and the logger thought Daisey’s camp
had originally been a Sammy Smith trappers’ camp.
Rex and the old logger remembered Ketchum’s Camp, down
Rainbow Stream at the head of Nahmakanta Lake. By 1966, the camp was
known as Nahmakanta Lake Camps. Lewey and Louisa Ketchum and their
children were typical sporting camp operators: the whole family worked. They
maintained a garden and some animals, ate game and fish, and harvested berries. Louisa cooked, cleaned, and took care of the garden with the children’s
help. Lewey guided, met, and brought in guests and made trips for supplies.
In a single day, Lewey could paddle to Norcross towing an empty canoe and
return with both canoes filled with supplies, as long as the weather was good.
As dam tender, he would open the dam’s gate for water to flush him down
stream. In coming back, he only had to portage at one place. The family left
after hunting and before ice-up. Lewey would return once the ice was solid to
cut the next year’s firewood and ice, trap, and tote in supplies with the help of
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the loggers’ teams. He would return home to Indian Island just before ice-out
and return with the family when they could negotiate the waterways.
By the mid-1920s, Rex’s Norcross neighbors, Ralph and Persus
Boynton, owned the Ketchum camps and the branch camps at Wadleigh
and Second Musquash ponds. Persus was the sister of Maurice York, who
had opened the camps at Daicey Pond.2 Ralph died in a logging accident
a few years later, but his wife, with the help of her widowed daughter and
her five children, operated the Ketchum camps at Nahmakanta until 1945.
Over at Wadleigh Pond, Persus allowed John Oden to renovate and add new
buildings at his expense. Oden, a successful New York businessman and
musician, came with his chef and personal black minstrel band and guests
who, one year, included members of Guy Lombardo’s Band. The musicians
played in the G clef cabin, which Oden had purposely built with corrugated
metal for the musicians. Camp guests loved the camp’s lively and welcoming
atmosphere—although at first they were in a state of shock because at that
time it was so unusual to find a group of black musicians deep in the woods
of Maine. The camp became a community gathering point. Walter Rudder,
who by 1966 owned the camps, hid his liquor bottles in stumps and
tree hollows.
Rex and the logger heard a splash and scanned the lake. They saw a fire
burning on the south side. It was probably someone’s campfire near the
mouth of Jo-Mary Stream. “We’ve both poled up that stream many times en
route to either the Haynes’ place, Buckhorn Camps on Middle Jo-Mary near
the dam, or Potter’s Antler’s Camps on Lower Jo-Mary at Indian Point,” the
old logger said. They are the only camps still operating commercially in the
Jo-Mary Lake area. Neither Rex nor the logger had been up Cooper Brook
from Middle Jo-Mary to Yoke Pond camps for years.
But the old logger knew that Charlie Berry had established himself on Yoke
Pond about 1892. In the first years, he was thought to be in partnership with
Jack Caughlin. The old logger had heard that Berry served Caughlin coffee in
a number-10 can; Jack would lift the giant container to his mouth with one
hand. Berry’s remained rustic longer than most of the other camps. Not until
1934 did guests find a bathtub and toilet at his camp. Berry sold the camps
eleven years later to Keith and Corabel Skillin, who are still running them.
2
The name Daicey originally was spelled “Daisey,” after George Daisey. For some unknown
reason, the spelling was changed to that seen on maps today. —Editor.
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Rex recalled hearing that about the time Berry was establishing his
camp, seven men, including Potter and Haynes, were doing the same on the
Jo-Mary Lakes. Bert Hobbs guided from his camp at the southeast corner of
Upper Jo-Mary from about 1895 until 1905 or so, when he came down with
tuberculosis and quarantined himself at the camp. By then, 1966, Hobbs’s
son was maintaining it just for his family. Before Stinchfield and Heath
moved over to Nahmakanta Stream they, Charles Harris (a guide and farmer
from Milo), and Elmer Harris, youngest brother of Benjamin C. Harris of
Katahdin View Camps on Pockwockamus Deadwater of the West Branch, all
operated camps, but neither Rex nor the old logger knew where they were or
when they had been open.
Rex knew from Jasper Haynes that Bert Haynes (Jasper’s father) and his
new wife Nellie had come by train to Norcross to stay at the new hotel in
1895. While paddling the lakes looking for a new camp spots, they had seen
118 deer. That had convinced them to build on Jo-Mary Island in 1895; the
hunting would be excellent. Bert and his family spent summers in the camps.
Like all camp people then, Bert logged, guided, helped survey, picked spruce
gum, gardened, hunted and fished, and was a fire warden (a job that included
scouting and running phone lines).
Bert Haynes drowned in Lower Jo-Mary Lake in 1927 after his canoe capsized. The wind blew strong that May day as Bert and a camp sport headed
across the lake on their way to an outlying camp at Cooper Pond. Bert did
not know how to swim. Generally, Bert took the route through the more protected and shorter Cooper Brook Deadwater, but a log drive that was under
way likely caused him to take the open lake route.
After Bert died, his wife and son Jasper continued to run the camp until
1960, when Jasper crashed his ski plane, dying in the accident. The Zaninetti,
Santorelli, and Hendrickson families, former camp guests from Long Island,
New York, were by 1966 running the camps and featuring northern Italian
cooking that everyone was talking about.
To the west of Jo-Mary Island, site of the Haynes camp, on the south
shore of Lower Jo-Mary Lake at Indian Point was Antlers Camp. Contrary to
what Rex often read about the camp, George Potter and his two oldest sons,
Joseph and Sumner, built the camp about 1898. Sumner’s family operated
Antlers until about 1915 when he sold it to his brother Leon, who ran it until
1945. The development of Antlers was like most other sporting camps. The
camp started with a couple structures that multiplied over time to include
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a main lodge with dining and cooking, living quarters for the proprietor’s
family, sleeping cabins, a guide’s camp, root cellar, and ice house. After the
Potters sold the camps, guests reported ghost sightings. At least two guests on
two different occasions were awakened by something at first light and noticed
a man sitting on the end of the bed. Their descriptions of the man were the
same. The camps had been so neglected that the roof of the main camp had
collapsed in 1965.
The old logger asked Rex if Jasper Haynes had ever mentioned a relationship
between his family and the Potters. Between the late 1890s and the mid-1940s,
the Potters and Hayneses built branch camps on the nearby ponds. As the
only camp proprietors in the Jo-Mary Lakes and lower Cooper Brook area,
they seemed eventually to have worked out an unwritten agreement of one
camp per small pond. In 1897, Bert Haynes built his first camp at Cooper
Pond. He also established camps on Henderson and Leavitt ponds. By about
1905, both families ran camps on Leavitt and Henderson ponds. Haynes kept
the camp at Leavitt, and Potter had the camp at nearby Henderson Pond.
Haynes built on Johnston Pond (1915). Beginning about 1923 the Potters had
a camp on Church Pond. In 1942–1943 and 1948–1949, Jasper Haynes built
branch camps at Jo-Mary Pond. Potter had a camp at Tumbledown Dick (ca.
1902) and Turkey Tail ponds (post-1919). The camps still in use are those at
Church, Cooper, Henderson, Turkey Tail, and Leavitt ponds.
Rex and the old logger stopped talking for a moment.
They had finished identifying all the camps they had heard of between
Rainbow Lake and Yoke Pond. Ingrained in the old logger’s mind were the
challenges of keeping a camp year after year. He reflected that Berry, Haynes,
and Potter had had to tote their own supplies. Haynes and Potter had used
a variety of boats over the years and pulled sleds by various means across
the ice in winter. Berry had brought all his supplies in over land because no
navigable waterway comes near the camp. When he did not have a horse,
he used two pack baskets, each one big enough to carry all the meat of a
full-grown moose except one hindquarter. What couldn’t fit in a pack basket
would go in his wheelbarrow—like the cook stove he pushed in over the 17
miles from Katahdin Iron Works or the refrigerator he brought in 2 1/2 miles
from Third Roach Pond. The handles on the wheelbarrow were so large most
large men could not grip them.

62 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 62

11/19/14 2:55 PM

Rex wondered what it might have been like for Charlie to run a
camp without the help of a family. The children played important roles.
Sandy Haynes, Jasper’s son, and Buddy Campbell used to keep the
phone line open between Buckhorns’ and Ragged Mountain Fire tower
and, when the tower was unmanned, all the way to Millinocket. A tree or
branch falling on it would short it out or break the line. Eleanor, the Potters’ daughter, used to pole the guests up Jo-Mary Stream and across the
lake to the camps. John Skillin, son of the Skillins at Yoke Pond, was unofficially guiding before he was eligible for a Maine Guide license. The Ketchum
daughters hiked into Gould Pond every Friday to catch fish for the camp’s
Friday evening meal.
And Rex and the logger remembered some of the more memorable guests
they either met or heard of. The Haynes family paddled to Norcross on July
27, 1897, to pick up “Fly Rod Crosby.” The next day they all traveled to
Church Pond, where they counted 58 deer getting close enough that Fly Rod
could pet them. A couple days later, they paddled up the lakes and river
so they could climb Katahdin. Over at Antlers, Eleanor Potter always liked
a Chicago couple who came for many years, spending the whole summer.
The wife brought in jars of candy that she shared with Eleanor every day.
Another favorite was Fred Greenhalgh, a haberdasher from New York City.
Greenhalgh spent many hours of his summer-long stay roaming the woods
looking for odd pieces of wood for door handles and picture frames, apparently a hobby of his. Over at Yoke Pond Camp, women accompanying their
husbands to the Maine Woods for the first time would often come dressed in
their finest. At camp, Charlie feared theft so he collected their jewels and put
them in a can that he secretly buried in the woods.
Their talk of valuables reminded Rex that he better check on the gun
and fishing rod collection Mr. Chamberlain (as everyone associated with the
camps called him) had in his cabin. Few knew about it, but he kept a close eye
on the camp just the same. Rex would get it out and ready for use before his
son Jack met Mr. Chamberlain at the Norcross wharf with the camp boat and
brought him out here to the camp about noon the next day (July 17, 1966).
Mr. Chamberlain, who lived in New York City, had been a yearly guest at
Antlers from about 1920 to 1950, when he bought these camps.
Loon calls interrupted Rex and the old logger, and they stopped to listen.
They were peaceful calls this time, echoing back and forth around the lake.
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In the silence that followed, Rex wondered if his son Jack would continue the
family tradition and become caretaker once he was no longer able.
The old logger thought about his next few days. He would have Jack take
him by boat tomorrow afternoon over to the Ambejejus Boom House at
the head of Ambejejus Lake and the mouth of the West Branch, the other
jumping-off spot for loggers and sports he and Rex hadn’t talked about. A
couple of the old-timers he knew on the current log drive would be working
there. A few evenings talking logging, sporting camps, and people upriver to
Ripogenus Lake would be fun and help solidify his memories.

William Geller is the retired comptroller of the University of Maine at Farmington.
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Dreams of Flight
Trampling the frozen tundra,
I wait for the shuddering to begin,
that instant of prehistory
when the thousand thousand years
beneath my feet reach
for me, draw me down,
entangle me from one museum
gallery to another, the mammoth’s
tusks, a polar bear caught
at the crossroads of evolution,
an ancient hunter flash-frozen
with his stomach contents still
intact, an extinct species
at the precise moment
of catching my scent. Only
the sky to break this earth’s
hold. The Arctic colors of the night
slowly coming over me hour
by hour, flight to the exact
center of the Aurora borealis
and out the other side, furious
with shooting lights, its net
thrown over schools of stars,
a moving center always there,
always on the verge of twining
the ragged edges around me,
priming past and future in abeyance.
			

James Doyle

James Doyle’s latest book is The Long View Just Keeps Treading Water (Accents
Publishing, 2012). He lives in Fort Collins, Colorado.
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“ Old Man” Thompson,
White Mountain Guide
A mountain was named after him—and then unnamed
Julie Boardman

A

llen “Old Man” Thompson was one of the most capable
and colorful White Mountain guides in the nineteenth century. He
led people through the wilds of New Hampshire without a compass and
never lost his way. He learned woodcraft from some Mohawks and could
build shelters that provided protection from the heaviest rains. He could
hook dozens of fish from a mountain stream and then produce a delicious
repast. He also entertained clients with an astonishing variety of anecdotes
and stories.
At the height of his years as a professional guide, Thompson could point to
a 4,260-foot-high peak on the Zealand Ridge and boast that it bore his name.
Today Mount Thompson is known as Zealand Mountain. It’s unclear why the
change was made. A newspaper article written by one of Thompson’s clients
and a report written by a leading member of the Appalachian Mountain
Club suggest that the guide probably didn’t deserve to have his name on a
mountain.
Thompson’s background was unlike that of any other guide. He was born
in 1814 in Woodstock, Vermont, but he left home during his youth to live
with some Mohawks. Thompson reflected on this experience in an 1887 interview with a reporter for Among the Clouds, a newspaper published on the
summit of Mount Washington:
My parents having died when I was two years old, I was given to a man to
be brought up, but he and I failed to agree on the proper method of bringing up a child in the way he should go, and I became restless and determined
to seize the first possible opportunity for gaining my liberty. Well, it came
through an Indian chief. I went to a Vermont town to see a horse-race. . . .
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Well, it was there I met a Mohawk Indian chief named Wanawah, who had
come to the race to sell baskets and skins. When he asked me to return with
him I wasn’t long in making up my mind to do so. Wanawah was a grand
noble fellow who ruled the remnants of the Mohawk tribe. He had received a
good English education, and he became not only my friend but my instructor,
teaching me all manner of woodcraft, and what was still better, surveying—
a thing I’ve been a thousand times thankful for.

Thompson was 17 when he went to live with the Mohawks. He departed
two years later and soon had a chance to use his surveying skills in the
White Mountains. Thompson told the Among the Clouds reporter that he went
to Bethlehem, New Hampshire, in 1835, “the year of the great Eastern land
speculation.” There he found a job surveying land and estimating the amount
of timber on it. The hunting and
fishing were good around Bethlehem,
so Thompson stayed. His decision
probably also had something to do with
Larinda Barrett, a young woman from
Bethlehem whom he married in 1836.
Like most White Mountain guides,
Thompson was a jack-of-all-trades,
and he found many ways to support
his family, which included six children
by 1850. He farmed, surveyed, fished,
hunted, trapped, worked for a lumber
company, and even turned his cottage
into a Bethlehem inn known as the
Sportsman’s Home. He made alpenstocks from native woods and concocted refreshing summer drinks out
of roots and herbs. He sold both items
to the guests at the big hotels in the
Bethlehem area.
With the knowledge about the surThis commemorative illustration from an
rounding wilderness he had acquired
old book remembered him as a hunter
as a surveyor, it’s not surprising that and trapper from a bygone era in the
Thompson also took up guiding. White Mountains.
The territory he knew best was near Dartmouth College Rauner Special Collections
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Bethlehem, but he occasionally guided parties that went to the northernmost
parts of New Hampshire and even into the wilds of Canada. Thompson had
no qualms about traveling through unfamiliar areas. He claimed that he never
needed a compass because he had “three sure ways” for getting a bearing in
the woods: He found north by looking at the moss on a tree, which usually
grows on the north side; he ascertained south by looking at a spruce tree,
whose heaviest boughs grow on the south side; and he discovered east by
looking at a hemlock whose topmost twig points in that direction.
Thompson started guiding in the 1840s and led tourists into the woods
for almost 50 years. By the 1870s, people commonly referred to him as
“Old Man” Thompson. He must have been unusually vigorous for his age, for
an 1879 article published in The White Mountain Echo and Tourists’ Register,
a Bethlehem summer newspaper, describes Thompson at age 65 as follows:
“Straight as an arrow, his skin bronzed and browned with the heats of over
60 summers in the woods, his form strongly knit, and showing, even at his
present age, a strength that few young men would care to cope with, and an
eye clear and undimmed as a bird’s, he is the veritable beau ideal of a hunter
and a guide.”
The author of these words did not identify himself, but it probably
was Benjamin MacDonald, a client of Thompson’s and a reporter for
The White Mountain Echo. In 1879 and 1880, MacDonald embarked on some
“Echo Explorations” with Thompson, which he wrote up for the newspaper.
At the time, the White Mountain region was a fashionable tourist destination,
yet much of it was a pathless wilderness with numerous unnamed and
unclimbed peaks. On MacDonald and Thompson’s forays into the Zealand
River valley, the Pemigewasset forest, and uncharted areas near Franconia
Notch, they frequently had to battle their way through a jungle of fallen
trees and tangled brush. On these outings, MacDonald named some of the
geographic features, including Bridal Veil Falls, the beautiful waterfall on the
western side of the Cannon–Kinsman Range.
MacDonald’s articles in The White Mountain Echo paint an intriguing and
often amusing picture of Thompson. “Thompson had provided himself with
a good-sized meal bag,” he wrote, “and had cut a hole in the center. Into each
end he packed away his share of our traps, and when he had loaded up, he
thrust his head through the hole, and, as he expressed it, was ‘well balanced
both before and behind.’” Thompson poked his head through the center of
the sack, MacDonald noted. One end dangled down his front; the other
down his back.
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MacDonald listed the food and gear they took:
An iron fry-pan, firmly tied to a two-quart kettle lay in one place on the
ground, two large loaves neatly and securely wrapped up were in another,
while in various other spots in the vicinity were pork, doughnuts, packages of
tea, salt, pepper and other sundries, and, to crown all, two curiously-shaped
bundles looking suspiciously like bottles carefully reposed in the safest spot on
the bank, and Thompson seemed to take great care of these. In explanation of
their contents he said, “You see woods are pretty tough places, and sometimes
you strike a good deal of decaying stuff that needs considerable disinfecting.
These two bottles have got disinfectants in ’em.”

MacDonald said Thompson could tell “wonderful stories” about the early
settlers, wild animals, dangerous journeys in the hills and the “hidden
beauties in their utmost recesses that are unknown to ordinary mankind.” He
also paid tribute to Thompson’s talent for fishing and woodcraft:
It may be skill; it may be science, it may be anything but what I suppose it is,
but the old man certainly has no superior that I know of in the trout securing
line. If there is a fish to be hooked he will hook it, and I have seen him cast his
worm into pools where others have fished but a few hours before and bring
forth a speckled beauty weighing over half a pound with the most supreme
indifference, as if it was a matter of common occurrence and unworthy of
any comment. And then his ingenuity in the woods under circumstances that
would completely nonplus any other man! Often in the most exasperating
emergencies, when the rain poured in torrents and there was no possibility
of devising shelter, he would improvise some wonderful structure, out of
what seemed to me to be nothing, that would effectually shield us from the
tempest’s fury and keep us as dry and comfortable as if in our own house in
Bethlehem.

As a guide, Thompson clearly had many excellent qualities. But he had one
serious failing: He was more focused on his own needs than those of his clients.
On one “Echo Exploration” in August 1879, Thompson was so determined to
reach the day’s destination—Zealand Pond—that he ignored the complaints
of MacDonald, who had been sick before the outing. MacDonald pleaded
with him to stop early, but Thompson insisted, “You’ve got to go it; two miles
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further on before we get into camp. We’ve got to reach New Zealand Pond
tonight.” For MacDonald the trip was agonizing. He wrote:
The perspiration poured off me in streams, and my clothing was saturated.
But the old man kept on ahead as if nothing unusual was occurring . . . .
At last I could stand it no longer; the pain was unendurable, and the pack
upon my shoulders seemed to weigh a ton. I called out that I would not
budge another inch, that I could not move a foot farther. I might as well have
expostulated with the Sphinx. Plod, plod, plod; crash, crash, crash. The old
man pursued the even tenor of his way perfectly unconcerned. I got mad. I
could see that if I was to reach camp at all, I must follow him, and I followed
accordingly, for what seemed many miles, but which the old man afterwards
assured me was only a couple of hundred rods . . . Never shall I forget the feeling of relief I experienced when Thompson called out: “Here we are! How’s
this for a camp?”

MacDonald obviously didn’t begrudge the old man for his insensitivity. On
that very trip, MacDonald chose the name Mount Thompson for the wooded
peak that marks the high point between Mount Guyot and Zealand Notch.
	In 1882, A.E. Scott, the AMC councillor of improvements, wanted to
explore the Twin Mountain Range to determine the feasibility of constructing
a path to its summits. Scott hired Thompson as the guide for a seven-day
journey that went across the Twin Range, then down the valley to the East
Branch of the Pemigewasset River and on to Crawford Notch. In addition
to Scott and Thompson, the party included Martha Whitman and Dr.
Laura Porter, two active women members of the AMC; Charlotte Ricker, a
journalist who was writing about the outing for The White Mountain Echo;
and a porter named Odin.
	Scott wrote an account of the outing that was read at an AMC meeting
and then published in Appalachia.1 The report indicates that “Old Man”
Thompson did not distinguish himself on the trip. Water problems plagued
the party repeatedly in its first days. Springs and streams in the valleys
provided the explorers with a good supply of clear, pure water, but when they
followed routes along ridgelines, water was hard to find and everyone suffered
from intense thirst. It didn’t help matters that several times, Thompson and
Odin, who were carrying water meant for the group, selfishly drank all of
it themselves.
1

“The Twin Mountain Range,” Appalachia, April 1883, III no. 2, pages 107–121.
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	On another occasion, Thompson fell asleep when he should have been
gathering wood for the evening campfire. Unable to rouse him, the group
managed to get the fire going. Thompson didn’t wake up until morning, and
the indefatigable Laura Porter performed the usual task of a guide: tending
the campfire throughout the night.
The trip was so arduous that, at one point, Thompson became discouraged
and complained that he wanted to return to Bethlehem. But when the party
reached the East Branch of the Pemigewasset River, he waded in and, with
great delight, began catching fish. That evening, the frying pan was “filled and
refilled many times with trout.”
“A change has come over the old man; he has forgotten the discomforts of
the mountains, and—so long as fish abound—he cares not for home,” Scott
wrote. “He regales us with stories of the woods, in which he is the principal
actor, and our camp is not silent until a late hour.”
Thompson fell from grace again the following June, when Scott hired him
to cut a path over the summits of North and South Twin Mountains and on
to Mount Guyot. Thompson and Odin cleared the way to South Twin, then
ran into some thick scrub and refused to go any further. Scott had to employ
other woodsmen to complete the job.
	In 1881—a year before the Twin Mountain trip—the name
Mount Thompson appeared on a revised edition of Henry Francis Walling’s
Map of the White Mountains (J. Bien, 1877). But this was the last time that
Thompson would enjoy cartographical recognition.
Could Thompson’s self-centered behavior on the Twin Mountain trip have
had something to do with the Mount Thompson name change? Perhaps.
It certainly didn’t help his reputation with AMC members. When AMC
member Eugene B. Cook looked at Walling’s map, he resolved to explore
the Zealand area and climb the newly named mountain. He made this trip
in August of 1888. In Cook’s exploration report, he referred to the peak as the
“so-called ‘Mount Thompson,’” an indication that he disapproved of the name.
Cook’s report was read at an AMC meeting that December and apparently
the members shared Cook’s opinion. According to notes in Appalachia,2 a
discussion followed in which the desirability of retaining the name Mount
Thompson was “questioned by several and defended by no one.”
The club members’ lack of approval was significant, but the extensive
logging in the Zealand area may have had even more to do with the name
change. In the 1880s and early 1890s, the infamous James E. Henry, known to
2

“Proceedings of the Club,” Appalachia, May 1889, V no. 4, page 354.
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some as the “wood butcher,” cut down everything in the Zealand forest, took
out the marketable timber and left the rest as slash. All it took was a spark
from one of the locomotives on Henry’s logging railroad or an improperly
tended campfire or a careless smoker to cause the slash to erupt in flames. By
the time Thompson passed away at age 95 in 1909, two great fires had ravaged
the region that encompassed the former Mount Thompson. The land was a
scorched and blackened wasteland. For the first two decades of the twentieth
century, few people went there. The forest eventually came back to life, but
by that time, the name Mount Thompson had faded from memory.
	In 1923, the AMC constructed the Zealand Ridge Trail—today part of
the Twinway—between Mount Guyot and Zealand Notch. That same year,
the AMC Committee on Nomenclature, which had the power to choose
names, recommended that “the mountain mass immediately west of Zealand
Notch be known as Zealand Mountain.” With no views from its summit, few
climbed it. Only after 1957, when the AMC founded its White Mountain
Four Thousand Footer Club, did peakbaggers begin seeking out the former
Mount Thompson, and most of them had no idea it had been called that, nor
who “Old Man” Thompson was.

Julie Boardman is the author of Born for Mountains (Amazon Digital Services,
2010), and When Women and Mountains Meet: Adventures in the White Mountains
(Durand Press, 2001). She’s written many articles about nature and other topics and
hiked extensively in the Whites.
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Call of the Wild
Once, I was a wolf
living among wolves
on the stunted backbone
of tundra and forests
where we hunted moose
and caribou all winter
in deep, drifted snow
without escape,
where only the expansive silence
of the far north listened
as we howled at the moon
and ran the glacial earth
until I awoke again a man.
Many years have passed,
but on some still nights
I hear them waiting
above the cup of this valley,
calling to me from shadows
like a visitor who comes to my house
and knocks on the door with both fists.
John E. Smelcer

John E. Smelcer, an Alaska Native American, is the author of 40 books, including
Songs from the Outcast (American Indian Studies Center, UCLA, 2000) and Without
Reservation (Truman State University Press, 2003), both nominated for the Pulitzer
Prize in poetry. He teaches literature and creative writing at Binghamton University,
SUNY.
winter/spring 2015 73

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 73

11/19/14 2:55 PM

Huts as Classrooms
A memoir by two who inhabited the puckerbrush*
John B. Nutter and W. Kent Olson

In memory of Slim and Calista Harris, and Jim Hamilton

*Puckerbrush is an mountain slang word referring to the scrub bushes just below treeline in the mountains.
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tains.

T

he developers of the Appalachian Mountain Club huts
did not expect to teach people about mountain safety and nature. They
envisioned a chain of hostels. The developers built facilities that satisfied a
purely recreational mission: providing warm shelter and, later, hearty meals
for hikers. In time, caretakers were replaced by crews that offered hospitality,
cooked, cleaned, and packed supplies.
Eventually, the workers’ mission expanded. They became teachers,
explaining to those guests about the beautiful, fragile environment of the
mountains. We worked in the huts and for the AMC during those years of the
expanding educational mission. This memoir traces the signs, subtle at first,
of this expanding approach.
Joe Dodge, the first full-time huts manager (from 1928 through 1959),
had pushed for the hut system. He wanted guests to enjoy “a healthful and
inexpensive vacation on the ridges of New England.” As White Mountain
visitation increased, another objective evolved: teach users about the mountain
environment so that they would know and be inspired to protect it. This
purpose would join the AMC’s central mission, first in the White Mountains,
later throughout the Northeast.
We don’t know exactly why hut croos1 started educational programs for
their guests, but they probably were a formal answer to questions. Early
programs stressed mountain safety and the flowers of the Presidential Range’s
alpine zone.

Safety Above All
Dodge’s successors, George Hamilton (1959–1966) and Bruce Sloat (1966–
1970), promoted backcountry leadership and safety. In 1958, Pinkham Notch
Camp (as it was called then) and the huts began hosting the AMC Mountain Leadership Workshop, a multiday learning trek taught largely by volunteers. Even AMC Executive Director Fran Belcher participated. Hamilton
Crews in the huts have spelled their job title “croo” since that time. At first, the spelling was
casual. Ken Olson printed “croo” on T-shirts and in memos, which could have enculturated
the spelling.
1

At left, in the White Mountains of New Hampshire, Appalachian Mountain Club huts
are also classrooms. Ryan McElroy, naturalist at Lakes of the Clouds, shows guests a globe
as he describes plate tectonics, July 9, 2014. CHRISTINE WOODSIDE
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emphasized group safety, cheerily telling his charges, “Democracy ends at the trailhead.”
Although the huts, like
Pinkham, were a staging area
critical to workshop logistics,
the croos did not write lessons.
They provided bunks, plenty
of hot food, and an equally
welcome ingredient, “Mountain Hospitality for All,” the
more-or-less official slogan of
the huts.
Former AMC Executive Director Fran Belcher,
	Sloat had given lectures
shown on a hike during his tenure, attended the
on weather at Lakes of the
first AMC Mountain Leadership Workshop in
1958, where he and the others heard, “Democracy Clouds Hut when he worked
summers at the Mount Washends at the trailhead.” AMC LIBRARY AND ARCHIVES
ington Observatory on the
summit. Later, as huts manager, he showed a 16-millimeter black-and-white
film about mountain safety, which some AMC members had shot using U.S.
Forest Service equipment.
Beginning in the early 1970s, the Pinkham safety program advanced to
color films that included Hypothermia: Killer of the Unprepared. In one scene,
a man undressed a shivering young woman to warm her with his body heat.
The film was not racy by today’s measure, but it was edgy for its era, especially
when soggy undergarments came flying from the tent.2
The quaint movies were archetypes of early AMC education programs.
The content and delivery of the educational message are more sophisticated
today.

Mountain Flowers
Each June starting in the early 1960s, AMC sponsored its alpine flower tour,
taking in Bigelow Lawn, Boott Spur, Alpine Garden, and sites around Lakes
of the Clouds. The tundra plants included endemics, among them the dwarf
mountain cinquefoil (Potentilla robbinsiana), which grows nowhere else in
2

And when the newly hyperthermic woman told her savior, “Nothing wrong with your nerve.”
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Stuart “Slim” Harris and Calista “Cal” Harris with their children, Sally and Kim,
at Zealand in the summer of 1945, when the family crewed the hut. AMC LIBRARY AND
ARCHIVES

the world. This wondrous garden of miniatures lies in a fragile zone. Tour
leaders promoted a tread-lightly approach to the alpine ecosystem.
	Stuart “Slim” Harris, a 1927 hutman at Lakes of the Clouds, was a professor of botany at Boston University and contributed mountain flora articles to
Appalachia. He and his wife, Calista, ran Zealand Falls Hut in 1945. In the
1960s, they became part-time teachers-in-residence at Lakes, conducting
walks for guests during the vibrant June bloom and exposing many hutmen
to tundra botany for the first time. Inspired by the Harrises, the Wes Tiffney
family—four Ph.D. botanists—also served as volunteer naturalists.
The AMC published Mountain Flowers of New England in 1964.
Slim Harris wrote the text and did the drawings, using his Appalachia articles
as a foundation. Miriam Underhill (a climber who worked on and edited the
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Slim Harris’s illustrations from AMC Field Guide to Mountain Flowers of New England, the 1977 edition. AMC LIBRARY AND ARCHIVES

journal for several years), supplied the color plates. Botanist Jean Langenheim
and science teacher Fred Steele contributed. The guide contained a dichotomous key to summer flora. A key to fall plants by Christine Johnson was
added in the 1977 edition. Walter Graff, then the Pinkham programs director, assisted. The book was a landmark in club history, opening the world of
alpine flowers to thousands of knowledge seekers.
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The Humbling Buttercup
Mountain Flowers came in handy for Warren Brodhead, a USFS range patrolman. At Madison Spring Hut, he talked with a man who had observed the
pretty yellow flowers outside, at 4,800 feet.
“Are they buttercups?” the man said. Brodhead looked authoritative in
his uniform.
“Why, no,” Brodhead said, “they’re mountain avens, a special White
Mountain alpine species.”
An older man in blue bib overalls was listening. He had gray-white hair,
wore steel rimmed glasses, and held a pipe in his fist.
“Nope,” he interjected softly, “those are buttercups.” He drew on the pipe.
Brodhead wanted to handle this politely. “Actually, sir, they’re mountain
avens, Geum peckii,” he said, trying to be deferential. He held up the hut copy
of Mountain Flowers, pointing at it. “It says so right here in this book.”
Another draw on the pipe. The man exhaled a fragrant cloud and smiled.
“Well,” he said, “I wrote the book.”
That’s how Warren Brodhead met Slim Harris. And that was how Brodhead
learned that AMC pack burrows—the “donks”—ate buttercups in the valley
and eliminated them at Madison. There they happily grew.

The Learning Curve
We tell the buttercup story with humility because in our day Lakes hutmen
exhibited deplorable ignorance about the mountain environment. Out of
respect for the Harrises, we had some appreciation for the alpine plants and a
parochial interest in preserving the rare cinquefoil. But we had little concern
for other aspects of the alpine ecosystem.
Following hut system protocol, we washed garbage cans in the
Ammonoosuc River where it flowed from the lakes, and we tossed cans and
glass into gaboons (as dump pits of that era were called) on the Ammonoosuc
Ravine headwall. Occasionally we roughhoused atop the breakable frost
terraces of Monroe Flats. Decades later the USFS and AMC rock-walled
Monroe col’s most sensitive alpine habitats and placed warning signs to keep
callow people like us from temptation. Today’s hut croos, fortunately, are
enlightened guardians of the tundra ecosystem, especially the local flora.
That we two ended up as official nonprofit protectors of mountain
environments was ironic. But, chastened, we had reformed. It might seem
unusual to compare the 1964 publication of Mountain Flowers with the
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1962 publication of Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring (Houghton Mifflin). We
argue that both books, published early in a turbulent decade, significantly
altered the ways in which AMC members and other readers thought about
environmental issues.

Naturalizing the Huts
Sloat hired Brian Fowler in 1967 to add geology to the alpine flower tours.
Sloat introduced the program at other huts the next summer, renaming it
naturalist-in-residence. Assisted by his wife, Betsy, Fowler organized a faculty
that included Lakes flower walk leaders.
	Sloat believed the system must practice its education ideals. Huts as physical entities should honor the natural systems on which they depended. He
brought facilities to higher ecological standards, improving water systems,
developing sounder waste removal, setting up cyclical maintenance, and

The authors John Nutter, standing at right, and Ken Olson, to the left of Nutter, did
not envision teaching about the fragile mountains when they first served on the Lakes of
the Clouds Hut croo in 1964 with (seated, left to right) Rocky Morrill, Stan Cutter, Dal
Brodhead, and (standing, from left) David Lewis and Jed Davis. COURTESY OF
JOHN NUTTER
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building or renovating huts in ways sensitive to mountain soils, plants, and
streams.
	Increasingly, AMC was living what it taught. Goodbye, gaboons!

Teaching on the Ridges and in the Huts
Traditionally perceived as a hiking club and operator of huts, trails, and
shelters, the AMC shifted emphasis in the 1970s. No leader in club history
worked harder to move it toward public service through education than did
Tom Deans, a former Greenleaf hutmaster who succeeded Belcher as AMC
executive director.
White Mountain visitation was reported to have increased dramatically
following Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas’s 1961 National
Geographic article, “The Friendly Huts of the White Mountains.” The system’s
education expansion of a decade later happened as outdoor interest exploded
nationwide. To address the 1970s influx, the USFS and AMC managed
visitation more intensively. For example, we experimented by putting a roving
hutman in the mountains for a summer.
The AMC hired us both—Nutter as education director, Olson as AMC
hut system manager—on January 1, 1971. Olson hired Garth Quillia as the
AMC’s first ridge-runner in 1972. The club patterned the job on USFS range
patrolmen including Bob McIntosh, Casey Hodgdon, and Warren Brodhead.
Quillia traveled the trails, mostly in the Presidential Range, as an informal
mountain safety officer and AMC ambassador. He gave hikers advice by day
and helped hut croos by night.
The physical huts became especially important in the diffusion of
knowledge via visitor contact. The number of facilities, their locations along
the Appalachian Trail, and their patronage—which Sloat estimated in the
1960s at 200,000 day visits and 40,000 overnights annually—made the huts
and Pinkham the logical places for AMC’s growing educational programming,
especially for its messages about the backcountry.
Deans reorganized the classic Pinkham setup. Volunteers Tim Saunders,
Bill King, Nelson Gifford, Sandy Saunders, and others guided his structuring
of the new North Country System.3 Deans transformed a simple lodging
complex and huts business headquarters into AMC’s formal center of
public service—comprising programs in huts, trails, shelters, Saco River
As it was informally known. Official name: Northern New England Regional Office,
a.k.a. NNERO. Critics said NNERO fizzled.
3
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campgrounds, education, research, planning, conservation policy, and USFS
relations. The initial plan, later dropped, called for Pinkham to oversee even
some AMC camps, such as Echo Lake and Three Mile Island.
All of us made a willing, collegial team under Deans’s leadership. We senior
staff were in our mid-20s and inexperienced as managers. Deans entrusted us
with a span of AMC authorities and responsibilities never before consolidated
at Pinkham. We tried to earn the implied honor he had bestowed. Our jobs
were to inform and expand on his vision, which was to use creatively AMC’s
strategically situated assets and reach beyond them to benefit the mountains
and improve the experiences of hundreds of thousands who love the wilds.
Said differently, our responsibility was to develop programs that redefined
AMC as an even more powerful civic institution.

Science to the Front
Major new directions of the AMC began at Pinkham, where the educational
staffers became known as the “Ed Squad.” John Nutter began organizing new
educational offerings in the Whites. Among our mandates was a charge to
develop programs using the huts and Pinkham during off-peak periods. One
approach was to invite high school science programs to base a component
of their curricula on White Mountain ecology, using the huts and a two- to
three-day field experience as draws.
The second was to sponsor theme weekends at Pinkham, especially in the
fall between the closing of the huts and the ski season. Ken Olson was tasked
with adding basic interpretive functions to job descriptions of hut crews and
Pinkham staff. We worked with each other, weaving education into the hut
system operations.
The hut talks about ecology were inspired by the highly regarded Newton,
Massachusetts, public schools. All of Newton’s ninth-graders hiked in the
Presidentials and stayed in the huts in September.
Dr. Bob Kilburn, Newton’s science curriculum director, and Mike and
Saundy Cohen, two dedicated teachers, approached the Pinkham leadership
team about spreading the programs to other schools. They collaborated on a
curriculum with Carol Bershad of the Newton district, who was later named
Massachusetts Biology Teacher of the Year.
As the Hut Committee reviewed the school curriculum idea, committee
member Pete Richardson, admissions director at the Massachusetts Institute

82 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 82

11/19/14 2:55 PM

of Technology, provided a mailing list of New England high school science
teachers.
	Newton schools helped Nutter develop a weekend Mountain Leadership
Workshop course for them. Invitations went to the thousands of teachers
on Richardson’s list. Dozens of teachers signed up, eager to capitalize on the
new interest in ecology. A number brought students through the huts, which
helped AMC use the facilities during off-peak times.
The Pinkham team produced programs in mycology, orienteering, public policy, and nature and the arts. Participants also cleared cross-country
ski trails around Jackson with Wildcat Inn owner Brad Boynton. The fall
workshop deserves credit for helping advance the Jackson area as a ski
touring center.
Encouraged by the weekend workshops’ success, the Ed Squad designed
a month-long teacher clinic for summer 1973. Saundy Cohen named it
“A Mountain Classroom.” The Ed Squad produced a teacher handbook
of the same name. Workshop participants helped run the course. Many
teachers modified the AMC curriculum for use in their schools. The AMC
hut system was exporting knowledge.

Tea Time at Wellesley
Educational activities led to our meeting not only science teachers but also
other interested naturalists. In 1972, we put out a call for qualified volunteers
willing to spend a week in the huts teaching natural history. One of them,
Jorie Hunken, worked for the New England Wildflower Society. She had
extensive knowledge of flora and was an accomplished pen-and-ink artist.
Hunken produced beautifully illustrated ecology brochures specific to each
hut’s environs.
	Nutter also recruited at Wellesley College. Many years later, in 2013, Sally
Surgenor recalled one of his visits, when he met her classmate Adele Joyes:
We both lived in Pomeroy Hall, a wonderful towered dorm in the Quad. Our
Head of House, Mrs. Ellinwood, served tea and cookies each Wednesday in the
large dorm dining room, using silver tea service, and a giant urn of strong tea. We
Wellesley girls would flock back from our afternoon science lab or the art studio
to wait in line while she served tea to each of us in turn. We’d grab a handful of
homemade cookies and then flop on the couches or start a card game. We’d talk.
That afternoon, in walked John Nutter and he was forced to rise to the
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extraordinary social occasion by making small talk in line, then balancing tea
cup and saucer, and cookies, then walking across the large living room under
the watchful eye of every girl in the room. He interviewed Adele in the round
“tower” corner nook, while we all eyed them surreptitiously.

Nutter hired Joyes that day as a hut naturalist. Surgenor later joined the first
research crew and eventually became AMC’s first conservation director. Vicki
Van Steenberg, another naturalist, was also a Wellesley alumna. The college
was an outstanding resource for AMC program development.

Bonsai!
In 2013, Hunken summarized her 1970s AMC experience:
When I started, people were still hiking with not just old gear but old
ideas about wilderness as a place where they could walk, camp, disrupt as they pleased. Fir branches were cut for beds, campsites left
longtime imprints, and mess was left or buried. People hiked hard to
experience that freedom and it was hard to undo that entitlement.
We lived by the principles of stewardship and the disciplines of giving up
self ease for the sake of future folk. Nutter comes to mind—tromping through
the mud in the middle of the path rather than damage the vegetation on the
drier sidelines.
And what followed [were] the huge efforts of the trail crews in making
safe walkways that were teaching tools in themselves as the vegetation grew
back to the edges of the boardwalks and steps. It felt, at the time, that every
workshop, every teacher-training hike to the high huts, was going to help
make the change we believed in.
A young man came walking out of Tuckerman with a beautiful
krummholz specimen in his hand. “Look at this!” he said. “Bonsai trees
for the taking!” The hut guy not only eloquently explained why he should
respect and leave such beauty in its place, but (somewhat more forcefully)
escorted the guy back to the tree’s original site and helped him replant it.”

Chris “Hawkeye” Hawkins, of the 1971 Lakes of the Clouds Hut croo, remembered, “Nutter sent up blank posters, colored paper, and markers and asked
us to use the materials to explain ecological themes relevant to the hut. It was
low-level stuff, but it was a beginning.”
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City Kids Go to the Mountains
Inspired by AMC member and S.S. Pierce4 Vice President Eliot Hubbard,
Deans started the Youth Opportunities Program at the AMC’s Joy Street
headquarters in 1968.
Youth Opportunities introduced Boston inner-city youngsters to the
White Mountains. Hut visits were an integral part. Sloat jokingly nicknamed
the program “Hoods to the Woods,” which staff and participants instantly
commandeered for use on T-shirts.
Anna B. Stearns donated the $10,000 start-up funds. Club leaders Fran
Belcher, Luther Child, John Perry, Gerry Fosbroke, and Ray Lavender
garnered AMC support and nurtured the program.
Deans hired Olson to run it in summer 1969, its first full operating season.
Dick Zeiss, Randy Coston, and Charlie Ruvin took over in the 1970s.
By the time Olson became Youth Opportunities director, he had spent
five summers as a hutman and knew the system would be important to the
program. He described one adventure:
I led a black youth group to Galehead from Zealand via the Twinway. Most
were teens, but the youngest, Marvin, was 8 and slight. I worried about his
stamina as the group ascended Zeacliff. On a clear day it affords a classic
White Mountain panorama, the Pemi sprawling below, the mass of Carrigain
busting into the sky. But we broke onto the cliff enveloped in dripping,
stagnant fog. I felt awful for these kids and was about to say something.
Just then Marvin cried out, “This is beautiful!” It astonished me that this
little guy instantly got the feel of the place in zero visibility. Everyone did
well crossing to Galehead in the depressing viewless weather. We didn’t know
we embodied Thoreau’s feelings expressed in a lecture in 1851, “My spirits
infallibly rise in proportion to the outward dreariness.”

One hundred and eighty kids took part in the program that summer, up
from 63 in 1968. That was a humble start, consistent with our slim resources.
By 2012, thanks to AMC’s expanding investments and to successive program
leaders, Youth Opportunities had served 153,198 boys and girls since inception.
Operating across four seasons, with eight staff and a $700,000 budget, YOP

For many years, the fabled S.S. Pierce Company supplied most of the hut system’s canned
foods, bottled goods, and culinary sundries.

4
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now annually introduces 24,000 people to the outdoors. And the program
has trained 5,000 individuals for mountain leadership responsibilities.

Lessons From Abuse
Tuckerman Ravine, an easy hike from Pinkham with an outstanding view
of Mount Washington’s steep terrain, was an early victim of heavy use. The
USFS and the huts mounted an initiative called “Respect the Ravine”—an
AMC coinage—to deepen public appreciation of the big cirque. The area surrounding Tuck shelters had been hacked for firewood. Tenters compacted the
soils to tarmac consistency. The efforts to minimize human impacts allowed
recovery to begin.
Another USFS–AMC innovation, the Restricted Use Area program,
prohibited camping and fires in alpine zones and near huts, and capped
overnight stays at many shelters. This required an education component. AMC
beefed up its “Carry In–Carry Out” program, with Fran Conkey’s timeless
logo on posters printed by Ray Lavender’s company, adding brochures on
preparing enjoyable nonintrusive trips to the White Mountains.
“The big change I noticed—the shift away from campfires to cook stoves,”
wrote former Lakes of the Clouds Hutmaster Tom Johnson in 2013. “It was
hard for many people to give up the romance of the former.”
Robert Proudman, a former AMC trails supervisor, recalled that the
Carry In–Carry Out program was born in 1970, with the help of caretaker
Steve Page, when crews removed the much-abused Liberty Spring Shelter
and installed the campsite nearby. “I remember Lavender’s signs popping
up everywhere,” Proudman said in 2013. “I think Tommy [Deans] might
have thought up Carry In–Carry Out, or had the political savvy to see its
significance when it was first suggested, and insisted on club- and forestwide application. It was soon nationwide, and I think AMC should justly
claim its provenance.”

Developing Research Capability
Until the 1970s, the USFS and universities conducted most research that
occurred in the Whites. In 1972, Joel White invited USFS scientist Dr.
Raymond E. Leonard on a hike to the former shelter area at Garfield Pond
to view the AMC’s new campsite, which Proudman and his trail crews had
constructed. Leonard espoused scientific approaches to limiting user damage
in the mountains.
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White and Leonard took Pete Richardson on a Mahoosuc hike, to interest
him in promoting an AMC backcountry research program. Richardson
embraced the idea. Associate Executive Director Steve Maddock, PhD,
a former professor, threw his credentials behind it. The AMC’s council
approved it.
The AMC’s first director of research, Ed Spencer, established the
department in offices in Pinkham Notch. One objective was to disseminate
knowledge from original research in the Whites. Staff focused on scientific
inquiry into environmental issues. The information gained was designed to
help managers cope with escalating wild lands use.
The next director was Dijit Taylor, who was succeeded by Ken Kimball,
the current director.

Interpreting the Mountains
Olson remembers that a large-format photographer named George DeWolfe
stopped by Pinkham Notch Visitor Center in 1971. He was completing his
master’s thesis, a black-and-white portfolio of the Whites. Would AMC trade
room and board the next summer for an exhibition-grade set of the photos?
His samples were exquisite, so Olson said yes.
DeWolfe was the huts’ first official artist-in-residence. The program led to
a photo workshop series and to residencies for practitioners in other media.
His work resides in permanent collections at Pinkham and Joy Street. No
one since Guy Shorey, who established a White Mountain canon in the early
1900s, has so well portrayed our great range in black and white.

Peppy and Crusty
In 1971, the writer Edward Hoagland interviewed us for a Time-Life book
about the mountains. Believing it would escalate use of the crowded backcountry, we tried to dampen his enthusiasm for this picture-dominated volume. Whether or not we influenced him, that book did not go forward. But
in 1973, Hoagland’s book of essays, Walking the Dead Diamond River, with
no illustrations, was published by Random House. His depiction of AMC
members is classic for its understanding of some members’ fustiness:
At breakfast at the Pinkham Notch lodge you see that the Appalachian
Mountain Club members are a breed of queer ducks too—peppy skinny
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fellows with curious genteel accents and middle-level jobs, and some
crusty nanny-like ladies. . . . I was touched by how Olson and Nutter
managed to invest all this—including the Appies, as the kids call them,
sitting at long boarding-school tables thumbing guidebooks—with the
air of a commune. The paradox is, says Nutter, that in order to save
any sampling of wilderness you must bring great numbers of people in,
organize a Four Thousand Footer Club with forty-six5 peaks to be climbed,
and all the rest of it, so that each voter can see the landscape for himself.
Education—this is the note sounded everywhere in a losing battle. Since
tourism is so destructive to wild land, Nutter and the others who minister to
it from the side of the angels do so with misgivings.

Time-Life did publish an illustrated wilderness book, New England Wilds
(1974), with the text not by Hoagland, but by Ogden Tanner. A section was
devoted to the Whites, the huts, and the need for education.6

A Wider View
Over time, we realized that forces greater than books or magazines were driving increased use, mainly the growing societal demand for outdoor recreation. On balance, it was a good thing the stewardship message should spread
via the written word.
Books have always played a large role in education about our native range.
In his Bibliography of the White Mountains (AMC, 1911), Allen H. Bent wrote
that the Whites “have had more written about them, probably, than any other
mountains, the Alps alone excepted.”

At the time, 46 peaks were on the list. Later, the required number rose to 48.
Severest tragedy marked the project. A Time-Life photographer, Dean Brown, who was
a Pinkham guest, died when he fell from Table Mountain, north of the Moat Range, getting a shot from the steep face. The USFS told Tanner the Appalachian Trail might become
the “Appalachian Trench.” “That night,” Tanner wrote, “I tried to grapple with the growing
management problems of wilderness, and lost.”

5

6
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Enter the Archdruid
In 1978, Kent Olson and former New York Times Book Review editor Brooks
Atkinson co-authored New England’s White Mountains: At Home in the Wild
(AMC Books and Friends of the Earth).7
The series editor was David Brower, former executive director of the
Sierra Club. The book followed the design of Eliot Porter’s In Wildness is
the Preservation of the World (Sierra Club, 1962), for which Brower had won
the Carey-Thomas Award for creative publishing. We hoped the exhibition
plates and the essays in At Home in the Wild would harness beauty in service
to conservation, inform people’s love of the Whites, and tell the huts story
in a collection-worthy volume. But Brower, an AMC honorary member and
a two-time Nobel Prize nominee, was a controversial figure, known for his
obdurate environmentalism, resolute personality, and documented disregard
for nonprofit board authority.8
Wherever Brower went, he stirred feelings. In a go- or no-go AMC
Council meeting about our book, an AMC officer who worried Brower
was overstating potential sales called him an “importuning salesman.” But
the book sold quickly. Brower had safely led AMC in a successful venture,
although he personally lost $25,000 on it. Early on, he told Olson that
“publishing a book is like giving birth—there’s blood on the floor afterward.”
We believe that the important thing is that AMC took a big educational risk
beyond guidebooks and maps—and prospered.

The Enduring Whites
The early twentieth-century huts differed from the system we entered in
1964. Likewise, ours differed from today’s. Visitor numbers, mountain
Photographs were by Phillip Evans, Amory Lovins (a MacArthur Fellow and author of Soft
Energy Paths [Friends of the Earth, 1977]), and George DeWolfe, text by Brooks Atkinson
(first editor of the New York Times Book Review) and Ken Olson. Stephen Lyons was project
editor. Ansel Adams’s publisher, the New York Graphic Society, was the commercial backer.
8
John McPhee’s book Encounters with the Archdruid (Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1971) vividly
tells Brower’s life story, including the saga of his defeating the proposed Marble Canyon Dam
in the Grand Canyon, a world-class environmental victory. The reward? His directors sacked
him for having cost Sierra its tax-exempt status in the dam fight. It was the most famous firing
in conservation history. Brower was to the Sierra Club board what General Douglas MacArthur was to U.S. President Harry Truman. Brower founded Friends of the Earth, but was
eventually fired from that organization, too.
7
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communications technology, complex National Forest protocols, liability
strictures on packing, heavy reliance on helicopters, labor and health
regulations, hut wages, rotting structures, stewardship requirements, maturing
conservation ethics, deeper appreciation of biotic diversity, and public
appetite for ecological knowledge—all these demanded AMC’s adaptation.
Yet in essential ways, the huts are changeless, faithful to Joe Dodge’s ideal
of healthful mountain recreation. Yes, crews now educate hikers in the beauties, frailties, dangers, and ecological functions of the mountain environment,
but that responsibility has enlarged, not supplanted, traditional roles.
The old jobs—we think the best summer jobs in America—still rely on
enthusiastic people seeking high places and strenuous labor. Hutmen and
hutwomen still cook, clean, pack, and host, rescue hikers, carry out raids9,
add jargon to the huts lexicon, and tramp the hills on days off.
Development has filled White Mountain valleys and is creeping upslope.
Traffic has burdened roadways. Formerly tranquil villages now jangle the
senses. Multitudes crowd some trails. But thanks in substantial measure to
the AMC’s dedication—and that of the USFS—to conserving the backcountry and educating visitors, the high mountains seem eternally the same.
Fortunately for all. And if, as young men and women, you and your good
friends were lucky enough to cohabit the puckerbrush in the alpine zone of
a massive range—a geology and an ecology that subsume a human figure—
life’s unanticipated dimensions, large and small, became clearer.
Fortunately for us.

John Nutter of Arlington, Virginia, worked at Lakes of the Clouds Hut from
1964-1966. He was AMC's first director of education. Before his retirement, he
worked for The Nature Conservancy and Potomac Electric Power Company.
W. Kent Olson of Bass Harbor, Maine, worked at five huts in the 1960s and became
AMC's hut system manager in 1970. He later was director of AMC publications and
editor of Appalachia. He is retired from a conservation career, most recently as president of Friends of Acadia.
	Slim and Calista Harris, among those to whom the story is dedicated, worked
with their children at Zealand Falls Hut in 1945. Jim Hamilton worked at Zealand
Falls Hut in 1963 and later was a dedicated development officer for AMC.
The tradition of stealing nonessential objects from each other’s huts in the middle of the
night.

9
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Wild Falling
Eyes frozen in headlights for
only a moment, the herd
of deer traverses the road
in this first winter blizzard
with such prudence they quiet
the wild falling. One after
another, they spring to clear
the ice-sheathed barbed wire hurdle,
that quivers from time to time
when one of their hooves grazes
against it. They bound into
the meadow, filling with white
fire, an icy afterglow
burnishing their tracks, that cross
and re-cross themselves, while wisps
of cloud wash over the moon.
Wally Swist

Wally Swist’s books include Huang Po and the Dimensions of Love (Southern Illinois
University Press, 2012) and The Daodejing of Laozi, with David Breeden and Steven
Schroeder (Lamar University Press, 2014). His new poems appear in Commonweal
and North American Review.
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The Great Gulf
Evolution of a wilderness
David Govatski
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T

he story starts long ago in the summer of 1823. The
name Great Gulf is thought to have originated from Ethan Allen
Crawford from a statement he made and recorded in Lucy Crawford’s book
The History of the White Mountains (Hoyt, Fogg & Donham, 1845). Ethan
and his companions lost their way in the fog on the summit of Mount
Washington, Crawford wrote. They wandered around, coming to “the
edge of a great gulf.” Crawford also called it the Gulf of Mexico in that
classic book. John Spaulding continued to call it the Gulf of Mexico in his
Guide to the Historical Relics of the White Mountains (Nathaniel Noyes, 1855).
Eventually, the name Great Gulf won out.
The Great Gulf is a large glacial cirque complex1 located between Mount
Washington and Mount Adams. The depth of the Great Gulf ranges from 1,100
to 1,600 feet. Recent research and interpretation points to active mountain
glaciers in it after the melting of the late Wisconsin glaciation roughly 14,000
years ago. The West Branch of the Peabody River with its countless cascades
and waterfalls drains the area. Two half-acre tarns are found within the
borders, the first being Spaulding Lake at the foot of the Great Gulf headwall.
The second is Star Lake in the col between Mounts Adams and Madison.

Warren Hart’s Trail-Building Spree
The Great Gulf ’s steep headwall, boulder fields, and stream crossings
discouraged most early trail builders. Benjamin F. Osgood, a guide at the
Glen House in Pinkham Notch, built the first trail into the Great Gulf in
1881, marking the nearly six-mile route with ax blazes from the Glen House
to Spaulding Lake. This route fell into disrepair quickly and soon was hard
to follow. Thus, the Great Gulf remained one of the last trailless locations
in the White Mountains during the big hiking boom of the late 1800s—
A cirque is a bowl-shaped depression with steep walls carved by an alpine glacier on the side
of a mountain.

1

Trail builder Warren Hart helps Frank Allen Burt up the rugged Six Husbands Trail on
Mount Jefferson in October 1910. This straight-up climbing is the norm on most trails
Hart blazed through what became the Great Gulf Wilderness of the White Mountains
of New Hampshire. Burt later wrote The Story of Mount Washington (Dartmouth
Publications, 1960). The Six Husbands Trail originally started at Tuckerman Junction
and included what is today the Alpine Garden and Wamsutta Trails.
GUY SHOREY/COURTESY OF THE AMC LIBRARY AND ARCHIVES
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John Greenleaf Whittier used the female Indian Chief Weetamoo as the heroine for his
1892 poem “The Bridal of Pennacook.” Her first husband’s name was Wamsutta and a
trail in the Great Gulf is named for him. See http://www.poemhunter.com/best-poems/
john-greenleaf-whittier/the-bridal-of-pennacook/.

2
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until the incredible trail-building spree of 1908 to 1910. The tireless and
enthusiastic Appalachian Mountain Club Councillor of Trails Warren Hart
explored the Great Gulf and became determined to build a new system
of trails through it, providing alternative routes to the highest peaks in
the White Mountains.
Hart inspired many volunteers to work with him in the Great Gulf ’s
rugged terrain, marking a system of trails. Their first task in 1908 was restoring
the Great Gulf Trail all the way to the rim. They then built the Star Lake Trail
from the Madison–Adams col to the summit of Mount Adams.
	In 1909, trail workers built the spectacular Six Husbands Trail, named for
Queen Weetamoo of the Pocasset Tribe, who legend has it married six times.2
The Six Husbands Trail climbed 2,050 feet in 2.3 miles up the incredibly steep
buttress of Jefferson’s Knee. The Adams Slide Trail rose more than 2,300 feet
from the floor of the Great Gulf in only 1.25 miles. The tireless workers also
cut the Chandler Brook Trail to what was then called the Mount Washington
Carriage Road (now the Auto Road) near the 4.5-mile mark. Hart and his
crew built the first Great Gulf Camp, a three-sided shelter, in 1909. It served
as the base camp for the volunteers.
	In 1910, the trail-building spree continued with the construction of the
Wamsutta and Madison Gulf trails and Edmands Col to the Six Husbands Trail
cutoff. This marked the final year of Hart’s efforts in the Great Gulf. Randolph
Mountain Club volunteers built the Sphinx Trail in 1913. The only trail from
this marathon of early path-marking that hasn’t survived is the Adams Slide
Trail. Its falling rocks posed such a hazard that it was closed in 1971.
Hart himself might have written the Boston Evening Transcript article
published August 25, 1909, “The Great Gulf Opened.” Its sub-headline was,
“White Mountain Ravine now rediscovered, and the discovery there of the
finest water scenery in the White Mountains.”
The newspaper writer, whoever it was, took a jibe at Hart’s rival, the
famous trail builder J. Rayner Edmands, who carefully graded rocks in his
trails, such as the Gulfside Trail and the trail up Mount Pleasant (now Mount
Eisenhower). The new Great Gulf trails crashed over giant boulders; no
grading there, the newspaper writer bragged. “Unlike most of the paths
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Between 1908 and 1910, AMC Councillor of Trails Warren Hart and his volunteers
quickly built steep trails through the previously inaccessible Great Gulf area. Most of
these trails exist today. The routes included the Great Gulf Trail, Six Husbands Trail,
Madison Gulf Trail, Wamsutta Trail, Star Lake Trail, and Alpine Garden Trail.
LARRY GARLAND/AMC

in the White Mountains, these trails have not been cut to avoid obstacles,
or to smooth them away as much as possible, they were not designed for
the pastime of curious women; and they have not been made like to the
superfluous boulevards of piled stone work that a perverted energy has built
here and there upon the mountains. . . . ”
The success of the Hart’s trail-building spree convinced the AMC to
convene its August Camp of 1910 deep within the Great Gulf. From July 29
to August 13 that year, 42 AMC members tented and set out on adventures
in what the club called the most inaccessible location ever picked for August
Camp. Leaders built a special tote road from the Half Way House on the
Carriage Road (today’s Auto Road) down to the camp so that the August
Camp crew could carry suitcases and other gear down. The camp even had a
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Warren Hart, standing center with a cup on his belt, enthusiastically led groups like this
one in a spree between 1908 and 1910 that transformed the impenetrable rock tumble of
the Great Gulf into a major hiking area. This photo shows the new Great Gulf Shelter,
which no longer exists. AMC LIBRARY AND ARCHIVES

phone line. The weather was described as “unfortunate, with clouds and rain
almost every day, with heavy showers and much thunder at night. The storm
of August 4 continued for more than 24 hours.”

1916: U.S. Forest Service Buys Great Gulf
Much of the White Mountain region was public domain land owned by
the state of New Hampshire since 1788 when it became a state, but the state
sold the last 172,000 acres of it, including the Great Gulf, in 1867, when
it needed money for schools. Governor Walter Harriman and the New
Hampshire Legislature agreed to sell the land to Colonel Hazen Bedell of
Colebrook, New Hampshire, for $26,000 or 15 cents an acre. Bedell sold it to
logging companies.
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The Logging Era
The widespread harvesting of the forests in the White Mountains starting in
the 1870s with subsequent forest fires led to a public outcry and clamoring
for the protection of the White Mountains only a few decades after the
land had left public ownership. The AMC, Society for the Protection of
New Hampshire Forests, and numerous other groups led the campaign to
protect the White Mountains. Finally in 1911, the Weeks Act (named for its
sponsor, John Wingate Weeks) passed. This allowed the federal government
to purchase land from private owners for the creation of a national forest and
for cooperative forest fire control with the states.
	In early 1914, the government acquired the first parcels for the future
White Mountain National Forest. The Conway Lumber Company owned
the land in the Great Gulf. That year, specialists from the U.S. Forest Service
appraised the Great Gulf at $11.62 an acre, according to a fifteen-page report by
Forest Examiner Dean Martin. Some of the most valuable remaining spruce
timber stood next to Great Gulf Camp, the AMC shelter in the bottom of the
Great Gulf. Martin recommended that the USFS offer $8.50 an acre as part of
a larger purchase of 53,416 acres. The lower part of the Great Gulf had already
been logged for the large spruce, but most of the area remained as old-growth
forest because of limited accessibility for horse logging. And so on March 6,
1916, the federal government bought the 5,552-acre Great Gulf area for $8.50
an acre—a total of $47,192. (That would be the same as $192.32 per acre or a
total of $1.06 million today.)

The End of Logging
In 1919, a federal forester, William Logan Hall, wrote to his supervisor in
Washington, “Acting under your instructions, I have endeavored to work out
a practical plan for retaining the original forest growth on the crucial areas of
privately owned land in the White Mountain Purchase Unit. In view of their
essential nature as watershed cover and in view of their recreational importance, a determined effort should be made to retain their forest growth on
areas of considerable size.”
Early foresters with the fledgling White Mountain National Forest
developed informal or “gentlemen’s agreements” to restrict or prohibit logging
along certain trails or especially scenic areas. The term for these special places
was restricted area and came before such terms as primitive, wild, or wilderness.
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The first area was set aside in 1928, when the residents of Waterville Valley
petitioned the federal government to protect the Greeley Ponds region from
a proposed logging railroad route. This area was protected under an informal
agreement until it was designated a scenic area with special regulations in
1961.
	In 1930, Edward Behre from the research arm of the USFS convinced Forest
Supervisor James Scott to establish a natural area in the White Mountains to
protect an uncut tract of original forest cover. A 510-acre area that best met
the requirements was chosen on the slopes of Whiteface Mountain near the
town of Wonalancet. This area became known as the “Bowl Natural Area”
and later renamed the “Bowl Research Natural Area.” This was the first area
to move beyond an informal agreement to a written designation.

Randolph Mountain Club Proposes Great Gulf Wild Area
A committee of three unnamed members of the RMC asked the Forest
Service in the summer of 1951 to consider establishing a Great Gulf Wild Area
in the Androscoggin Ranger District. These were their reasons:
1. The Great Gulf is at present a spot of natural beauty. In its upper
reaches considerable old-growth spruce still stands.
2. It could easily be defined as the watershed of the West Branch of
the Peabody River.
3. It is easily accessible by trail for those who wish access, yet far
enough from roads and communities to preserve the impression
of remoteness.
4. It is an area not easily logged, the present remaining spruce giving
evidence of this fact.
5. The acreage involved (approximately 5,000 acres) is not so great as
to seriously curtail their policy of selective cutting.
The committee wrote, “It is our hope that this Great Gulf Area may be preserved forever in its natural wild state so that generations hence may see for
themselves a sample of what was once commonplace in the White Mountains.”
The Forest Service in the 1950s already used more than two dozen
designations for special management areas. These included what the federal
government officially labeled Wilderness and Wild and Primitive areas.
The term Wilderness Area originally meant a tract of at least 100,000 acres
characterized by primitive conditions of transportation and habitation. The
term Wild Area indicated that the area had the same character as a Wilderness
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except that it was smaller and between 5,000 and 100,000 acres in area. Other
designated areas included Natural, Scenic, and Virgin.
The USFS studied for years whether to name the Great Gulf a Wild Area.
Officials considered these complexities: Hikers went through the area, it
had a shelter, and the land was adjacent to the popular Mount Washington
Auto Road and a military jet engine test facility near the summit. The USFS
preferred a designation of Scenic Area because it most closely matched the
reality of the Great Gulf.

Politics and What to Call It
The problem of designating special restricted areas was deep and conflicted
with the guiding principles since the early days of the USFS and its first chief,
Gifford Pinchot. The conflict in the environmental community was and still
is between the “conservationists” that promoted the wise or proper use of
natural resources versus the “preservationists” that wanted to protect nature
from use. For the utilitarian conservation side, the slogan Pinchot liked was
“the greatest good, for the greatest number, for the long run.”
This “greatest good” dilemma continues. The real problem for managers
is expressed by this question: “Can the White Mountain National Forest be
administered to provide the greatest benefit to the greatest number of people
in the long run by the establishment of restricted areas such as the proposed
Great Gulf Wild Area?”3
The RMC’s proposal in 1951 was believed to be the first application for
a special area received from an outside organization in the nearly 40-year
history of the White Mountain National Forest. Before that, the ideas came
from within the USFS. This application opened the door for more requests
from other organizations, including the AMC.
The decision on Wild Area status took eight years. Richard E. McArdle,
chief of the USFS, designated it on October 30, 1959. Americans were starting
to advocate for stronger protection of such areas, but some conservation leaders worried that the government might undo the special protections offered
for Wild Areas as easily as they designated them. This growing sentiment
turned into a widespread consensus for permanent protection by Congress.
An official expressed this question in a November 1951 internal USFS document, “The Establishment of Restricted Areas such as Wilderness, Natural or Primitive Areas on the White
Mountain National Forest.”

3
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Children posed with a roadside sign describing the designation of the Great Gulf as a
Wild Area in 1962, three years after the designation. The Wild Area status lasted only five
years, until the Great Gulf became a Wilderness Area in 1964.
JACK GODDEN/U.S. FOREST SERVICE
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And so, in 1964, Congress passed the Wilderness Act, and President
Johnson signed it on September 3. The Great Gulf Wild Area was automatically
reclassified as the Great Gulf Wilderness as a result of Section 3 of the
Wilderness Act. Any area previously classified as “canoe, wild or wilderness”
with a small “w” became Wilderness. The Boundary Waters Canoe Area in
Minnesota added Wilderness to its name.
Wilderness enthusiasts celebrated the immediate creation of 9.1 million
acres of Wilderness with the stroke of a pen in 1964. The cover of the 1964
issue of Living Wilderness magazine (the publication of The Wilderness
Society) featured the Great Gulf Wilderness. Sadly, Howard Zahniser, the
relatively unknown leader of The Wilderness Society and primary author of
the act, died four months before it passed. Today, the National Wilderness
Preservation System is an enduring resource with more than 110 million acres
of land that an increasing population can use and cherish.

Even Now, the Untrammeled Gulf
The Wilderness Act of 1964 created a legal definition of Wilderness.4 Many
people mistakenly believe that having a Wilderness means one just leaves
the land alone—doing nothing to it. In fact, managing a Wilderness like
the Great Gulf requires much work behind the scenes to maintain the five
qualities of Wilderness character. The land must be untrammeled, a term
Zahniser coined that means people don’t use the land in a way that changes
it.5 It must be “undeveloped.” The USFS removed two trail shelters from the
Great Gulf in 1976. Recently, when aggressive black bears began taking food
from backpackers, land managers reluctantly installed metal “bear boxes” for
“A wilderness, in contrast with those areas where man and his own works dominate the landscape, is hereby recognized as an area where the earth and its community of life are untrammeled by man, where man himself is a visitor that does not remain. An area of wilderness is
further defined to mean in this Act an area of undeveloped Federal land retaining its primeval
character and influence, without permanent improvements or human habitation, which is protected to preserve its natural conditions and (1) generally appears to have been affected primarily by the forces of nature, with the imprint of man’s work substantially unnoticeable; (2) has
outstanding opportunities for solitude or a primitive and unconfined recreation; (3) has at least
five thousand acres of land or is of sufficient size as to make practicable its preservation and use
in an unimpaired condition; and (4) may also contain ecological, geological, or other features
of scientific, educational, scenic, or historical value.” (Public Law 88-577, September 3, 1964).
5
Exactly what trammeling on Wilderness land means provides land managers with plenty of
subjects for debate.
4
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storing food. The land must have a “natural character.” The USFS no longer
stocks fish in Spaulding Lake. It’s unlikely it would ever spray chemicals to
kill insects. Campfires aren’t allowed because this practice involves gathering
wood from the forest.
A Wilderness must offer “outstanding opportunities for solitude or a
primitive and unconfined type of recreation.” Protecting this quality has
proven difficult because the Great Gulf was a popular area for summer camp
groups. Limiting group sizes to ten to protect solitude meant that even elite
summer camps had to find other areas where their larger group sizes were
permitted. A proposal for a trail in Jefferson Ravine was withdrawn because
this was one of the last trailless ravines, and a trail here would eliminate an
opportunity for an unconfined recreational experience more commonly
known as bushwhacking.
Finally, any “unique attributes” in the Great Gulf and other Wildernesses
must be preserved. The Great Gulf is full of such attributes. They include
Arctic plants and wildlife such as the American pipit. Much of the Great Gulf
is old-growth forest and contains examples of what the pre-settlement red
spruce forest looked like. The Great Gulf is unique in another way: It is below
Mount Washington, the mountain known for the world’s worst weather.
Yes, the Great Gulf Wilderness is worth far more than the original price
of $8.50 an acre. Even those who have not hiked in the Great Gulf derive
satisfaction and a sense of happiness knowing that such a wild place exists
and is fully protected. Those hikers who clamber up the Six Husbands Trail or
other trails know the full value of an experience in the Great Gulf Wilderness.

David Govatski, a retired forester for the USFS, writes about forest conservation
issues. He lives with his wife, Kathi, in Jefferson, New Hampshire, where they hike
and ski. He enjoys visiting wilderness areas including the Arctic, alpine summits from
California to Nevada, and the subtropical wilderness in Florida’s Everglades.
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Irruption
“Into the Hammonasset Campground,
to the parking lot off the rotary,
then a stand of pitch pines at the ocean.
They’ll be there.”
One week before, Atlantic wind
drove into the Connecticut coast,
delivered early winter
and a flight of red crossbills
straight to the scarcity of trees.
With ten astronomical telescope cameras,
camouflaged in deep forest green,
photographers pry into the pines,
rugged Christmas trees animated
with living ornaments—fluttering, bouncing,
burrowing to the trunk, pecking at cones,
pressing bills crossed, say the ornithologists,
at just the right angle for reaching
the seed deeper within.
Click, Click. Clickclickclick.
With their high-powered lenses, they might
feel as close to the cones as the birds are,
though never so far within, a special
crossbill skill, minutely studied.
Less well-armed, I focus on one,
perfectly field-marked in the late afternoon—
stocky, red-breasted, black-winged,
bill thick and curved, with tips crossed.
Wind-tousled with a cone on a high branch,
this one was busy, like the rest of us,
attempting to break, as far as possible, in.
Ann Taylor

Ann Taylor teaches poetry at Salem State University, in Salem, Massachusetts. Her
recent collection of poems, Bound Each to Each, was published by Finishing Line
Press in 2013.
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Letters
Wilderness Management Challenges
The interview with Peter Landres by Rebecca Oreskes (“The Ecological
Value of Wilderness,” Summer/Fall 2014, LXV no. 2, pages 94–102) was
very informative. It revealed many of the problems facing the agencies that
try to maintain the difficult balance between use and protection. Whenever
discussions come up about wilderness from local, state, or national individuals,
or conservationists, I call to mind the comments made in the 1940s by author
Wallace Stegner:
Something will have gone out of us as a people if we ever let the remaining
wilderness be destroyed; if we permit the last virgin forests to be turned into
comic books and plastic cigarette cases; if we drive the few remaining members of the wild species into zoos or to extinction; if we pollute the last clear
air and dirty the last clean streams and push our paved roads through the last
of the silence, so that never again will Americans be free in their own country
from the noise, the exhausts, the stinks of human and automotive waste. And
so that never again can we have the chance to see ourselves single, separate,
vertical and individual in the world. . . .

—Mike De Luca, Mahwah, New Jersey
Editor’s note: De Luca quotes the famous 1960 letter from novelist Wallace
Stegner to David E. Pesonen of the federal Outdoor Recreation Resources Review
Commission.

Founder of AMC’s Mountains and Music Remembers
When I was 10, I was allowed to learn skiing. Our nanny, Frau Ada Aigner,
taught me to ski in the deep snow of one of the lower slopes of Austria’s highest
mountains. As an adult, I skied Hillman’s Highway, the gash on the left-hand
side of Tuckerman Ravine on Mount Washington in New Hampshire. On
one occasion, I skied over the lip of the plateau above the ravine, and dropped
down a slot with a 55-degree slope into the ravine. Even 60 years later, I can
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still see that 10-foot-wide gash from which one can drop down into the ravine
from the plateau above it. One absolutely had to turn left, or else fall into the
100-foot crevasse on the right. During my era, one skier did come to grief in
that crevasse.
After I joined the Appalachian Mountain Club, I led many cross-country
skiing weekends from the headquarters of Pinkham Notch camp. I also
vacationed in Utah, where one can ski deep, untracked snow. I used to tell
my friends that when I could no longer walk, I would still be able to ski. Now
that I am 90, I must admit that I was wrong.
	I began kayaking on whitewater when I was 49. For the first five years, I
used a Grumman canoe that had a keel. It hung up on rocks instead of gliding
over them, each time treating me to a cold swim from which my fellow AMC
boaters rescued me. After I switched to a kayak, I swam far less in whitewater
and learned to surf on standing waves, which is great fun. When paddling
down a whitewater river, one can see thousands of silvery tongues appearing,
disappearing, and reappearing again on the surface of the water. They contrast
with the green of the shrubs on the banks of the stream, above which are
billowing clouds or blue sky.
	I have always loved music and learned to play the piano when I was
about seven. Years later, I organized the AMC Music Committee and chose
my best man, [amateur flute player] Lenny Berman, as its music director. Our
committee was renamed Mountains and Music. Many participants are still
alive and may wish to contribute reminiscences.
	In our youth, my wife and I were counselors at summer camps, where we
taught swimming and canoeing. So when we bought a home, we bought one
on the shore of a pond. I have now lived in that house nearly 40 years. As
I write, the setting sun has tinged the clouds above the pond, and their reflections on the water have a rosy hue. Even in the dim evening light, the trees on
the opposite shore glow with a reddish-brown hue, and all is quiet.
—Arnold E. Reif, Wellesley, Massachusetts
Editor’s note: The writer is a retired cancer researcher. He organized the Boston
Chapter’s first music weekend in 1976. We welcome memories of those who took
part in AMC’s Mountains and Music. For more, see amcboston.org/committees/
music/our-history.
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Accidents

On March 29, 2014, the southeast-facing summit snowfield on Mount Washington slid
broadly for the first time in many years. MOUNT WASHINGTON AVALANCHE CENTER

S

now and cold gr aced much of the winter of 2013–2014 in the
White Mountains of New Hampshire. In the high elevations, stretches of
time passed without wind stirring the fallen snow. Above treeline, where gales
usually strip snow from the slopes, instead snow accumulated and walking
was soft. It all seemed a little fantastical, and, as if to underscore that, on
March 29, the southeast-facing summit snowfield on Mount Washington slid
broadly for the first time in many years. Though many parties were trekking
in the area, no one got caught up in the avalanche, but looking at the photo
above, it’s easy to envision oneself climbing contentedly toward the blue sky
above, suffused with a sense of open space and possibility, unaware that the
very surface could give way.
106 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 106

11/19/14 2:55 PM

For a complete understanding of this unusual avalanche, visit
mountwashingtonavalanchecenter.org and search the summary reports for
2013–2014 for its (and any day’s) sense of snow in the Whites.
This column’s mission is to consider such a juxtaposition of blue sky and
possible trouble. And so let’s begin with a story of self-sufficiency and competence. We will reach the other end of the spectrum soon enough.

Kilkenny Night
On the morning of January 10, Thomas R., age 44, and his black Labrador
retriever left the Bunnell Notch trailhead to traverse part of the Kilkenny
Range and return via the Unknown Pond Trail. The weather was temperate for January, with warming in the forecast. At 7 p.m. Thomas’s girlfriend,
Teri H., called New Hampshire State Police to say he was overdue and that
she had not heard from him since an early morning text message. The state
police in turn notified New Hampshire Fish and Game; Conservation Officer
Mark Ober called Teri and got Thomas’s detailed route plan and learned also
that he was fully equipped for winter hiking.
At 9:30 p.m., Ober and fellow Conservation Officer Glen Lucas set off up
the Unknown Pond Trail to find Thomas. Two hours into their search, Ober
and Lucas heard a voice calling out, “Tom,” and they answered. This brought
them to Jason B., a hiker from Maine, who was searching for Thomas himself,
having also heard from Teri while on his way to climb elsewhere. Jason had
revamped his plans. He knew the terrain well, and it became clear that he was
very fit and fast, a fact Ober noted in his report. Jason “soon outpaced” the
two officers as all three tried to find the lost hiker.
About an hour later, just below Unknown Pond, the two officers came
upon a set of snowshoe and dog tracks that veered off-trail and downhill; they
followed these tracks for about a half-mile to where the walker turned around
to return to the trail. Then, they continued up along the Kilkenny Ridge
Trail, over the peaks of the Horn and the Bulge. At 1:30 a.m., Ober responded
to a missed call from Teri and learned that Jason had located Thomas and that
they were descending the Bunnell Notch Trail. The officers received confirmation that Thomas had reached the trailhead later that morning, and now,
nearly equidistant from their own starting point, they slogged on, emerging
from the woods at 7 a.m.
	In a statement to NHFG, Thomas said he had lost the trail near Unknown
Pond and, after searching for it, decided to backtrack. With no cell phone
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coverage, he couldn’t inform Teri of his change in plans, and the long walk
and work of retracing his steps had delayed him. In his report, Ober wrote,
“It was apparent that the trail system in the Kilkenny Range has not been
blazed in quite a while,” and, “it was easy to see where someone could get lost
. . . especially when [the trail] is snow covered and hasn’t been opened up by
other hikers.”1 Ober went on to recommend fresh blazing of the trail and a
sign at the point where Thomas lost the trail.
Comment: A few points catch my attention: Yes, Thomas set off alone
in unfamiliar territory in winter. But he was experienced and he was well
equipped should he have to spend more time out than anticipated. And,
once Thomas had determined that he couldn’t find the trail, he exercised
good sense in backtracking, even though doing so meant climbing back over
the day’s three peaks and ensuring that he would be out well into the night.
Jason appeared in this story like a bolt from the blue. He altered his plans for
a night hike, located Thomas, and walked out to the trailhead with him. I do
question whether he should have blazed on ahead of the two officers. Should
he have tempered his speed and stayed with the officers? Going ahead risked
that another person could have gone missing that night. Slowing down might
feel difficult when one is fit and fast, but perhaps it’s more prudent.
Finally, a note of appreciation about the uncomplaining, matter-of-fact
report from Ober. He and Lucas were out all night, and, by the time Jason
found Thomas, Ober wrote, “Looking at the map, CO Lucas and I saw we
were 5.7 miles from the parking lot if we kept going south or 5.4 miles if
we turned around and went back.” The officers slogged on; this is the work
they’d chosen.

Early Extremes
On the morning of November 29, Michael N., age 31, left Crawford Notch
on the Crawford Path, aiming to cross part of the Presidential Range and
descend the Lion Head Trail to Pinkham Notch. The Mount Washington
Observatory had issued a windchill advisory for that morning and the coming
evening, and at 5 a.m. on the 29th, the summit temperature read –9 degrees
Fahrenheit with winds faster than 40 mph. Just after noon, Michael called his
The Unknown Pond Trail and the Kilkenny Ridge Trail are maintained by the U.S. Forest
Service. In recent years, the government diverted some funds for trail maintenance to fighting
fires in the West.—Editor.

1
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wife saying he was at Lakes of the Clouds Hut and about to press on. But at
that point, the wind kicked up snow, obscuring the landscape, and he had
trouble locating the cairns that would guide him toward the Lion Head Trail.
When he tried to circle back to the hut, Michael could find neither the hut
nor the Crawford Path, but he knew he needed to get off the ridge and out of
the cold that was starting to penetrate.
He came to the junction with the Dry River Trail and decided to follow it
down into the Dry River drainage. From reading his map, he knew the way
out to Route 302 would be a long one—9.6 miles. He was not aware that the
Dry River Trail had been closed because of damage from Tropical Storm Irene
in 2011.
As he descended, Michael lost the trail but found a relatively sheltered
place to wait. He started a fire, but meltwater put it out; he then got into
his bivy sack but could not stop shivering. He knew that he needed to move
to stay warm, and so, after consulting his map and using his compass, he
set out southeast, eventually rediscovering the trail. At 4 a.m., he found
Dry River Shelter #3, where he tried and failed to start a fire. He paced until
sunrise to stay warm, then continued down the trail. The way out took
him all day. Just before sunset on the 30th, he reached Route 302 and
flagged down a car whose driver took him to the AMC’s Highland Center in
Crawford Notch.
Meanwhile, Michael’s wife, Shannon, had reported him overdue at 8 p.m.
NHFG Lt. Wayne Saunders summoned searchers from Androscoggin Valley
Search and Rescue (AVSAR), Mountain Rescue Services, and NHFG. By
9:30 a.m. the next day, all the teams were deployed to various segments of
Michael’s projected route, and a New Hampshire National Guard helicopter had been summoned to fly over the route. A search team found tracks
heading down into the Dry River valley at around 1:30 p.m.; the helicopter
returned from refueling a half hour later and spotted more tracks around the
shelter in the drainage, then flew up and down the river looking for Michael.
Michael said later that the helicopter passed over him three times, and
that he had tried to signal with a mirror, but clearly the searchers couldn’t
see him. At 4 p.m., the helicopter tried to lift a search team from the Dry
River drainage but could not do so. The searchers were notified of Michael’s
reaching the Highland Center at 5 p.m. The two teams remaining in the field
spent the night out and then hiked out by 3 p.m. on December 1.
Comment: Once knocked off course by weather and whiteout, Michael
proved resourceful in making his way out of a difficult situation. Like many
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before him, he was driven by the cold northwest wind from the open plateau
near Lakes of the Clouds toward the Dry River drainage. This area is always
challenging terrain, but since Irene, the area is also an obstacle course of
blown-down trees. Michael did have enough equipment, though, to keep
himself alive and moving.
	I question Michael’s decision to hike knowing that day’s weather forecast.
A solo foray along this ridge in the face of a windchill warning was overly
risky. The route is a long and committing one with few bailouts, the daylight
at that time of year is short, and the exposure is extreme. An added survival
note: practicing methods for lighting a fire in snowy, cold, wet conditions
seems worthwhile.
	Note the cost of this search. NHFG tabbed it at $10,147, and that does
not include the cost of the helicopter. A friend of mine did some research on
helicopter costs for me recently, and he offered that operating costs of $2,000
per hour seemed a reasonable guess. Clearly, the extreme weather, with its
short window for rescue, led NHFG to put many resources into this search.
The state did not charge Michael for this rescue.

Allons y?
On December 7, at 3 p.m., NHFG got word through a 911 call of six hikers
stuck at the 6-mile post on the Mount Washington Auto Road. They asked for
help as they tried to walk down the road. The caller and group leader, Remy
A., reported that members of his group had inadequate footgear and were
suffering from the cold. Summit conditions at the time featured a temperature
of 0 degrees F and sustained 50-mph winds. NHFG Conservation Officer
Mark Ober was unable to reach the party via phone. Ober then contacted
Mount Washington State Parks Manager Mike Pelchat, who offered to drive
one of their vehicles, outfitted with chains, up the road in search of the callers.
	Ober and Pelchat departed from the base just after 4 p.m., and, at
4:40 p.m. at the road’s 3-mile-mark, they met the six hikers descending at a
good clip. The hikers expressed surprise at seeing their rescuers; the hikers
were loaded into the vehicle and brought to the base and then to Pinkham
Notch for warming and interviews.
Comment: I’ve chosen to provide the backstory to this incident here,
because the decisions this group made before they set out offer almost all of
the commentary needed.
Leader Remy and group members Joel D., Caroline G-B., Audrey R.,
Julien R., and Jean Philippe B., all in their mid-twenties, all from Quebec,
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started up the Ammonoosuc Ravine Trail at 7 a.m. on the 7th. They aimed to
summit Mount Washington and descend via the Jewell Trail; their contingency
plan was to ride the Cog Railway down if time or fatigue suggested it.
The day’s forecast from the observatory included a windchill advisory.
The group reached the summit at 2 p.m. The hike up had been slowed by
icy conditions and the fact that some of the group had no traction devices or
winter boots. Though Remy knew that late arrival would mean missing the
train, in reality, that train was illusory. The railway’s website advertised that
although the cog ran until January 1, it had already stopped the full trip for
the season. It was stopping at the halfway point.
The group believed that they would be able to find shelter from the windy,
0-degree temperatures and warmth at the summit buildings before beginning
their descent; they were disconcerted when they found that they were not
allowed into any buildings. (Summit buildings close when the conditions
have led to curtailed Cog Railway trips and Auto Road closings.) Advised
by a member of the observatory crew that the safest way down was the Auto
Road, they set out. Slippery conditions and poor footgear slowed them, and
as darkness threatened, they made their 3 p.m. call for help.
After the call, Remy decided to keep his group moving, and they slid
down sections of the road on their rear ends. As they got lower, the wind
decreased and they reached sections of road where passage of the observatory’s
summit vehicles had created better walking. Just after 4 p.m., they called 911
again to say they no longer needed rescue. Ober and Pelchat had already set
out, though, and arrived some 40 minutes later and drove the group down
the final miles of the Auto Road.
	Ober interviewed the hikers and inventoried their packs at Pinkham
Notch. Although a few were adequately equipped, others were not; most
carried summer packs, and no one had sleeping bags or crampons.
	In addition to the problems evident in the group’s planning and preparation, I offer a few other thoughts: At some point in our winter uphill wanderings, we all learn that it is easier to climb into trouble than down from
it. These hikers didn’t take the traction devices needed for early winter and
its coatings of ice, but they still could climb; when they turned to descend,
however, anxiety took over.
That makes sense: Steps uphill are shorter and they land on the flexible
front of the foot. Downhill, on the other hand, gravity stretches out our strides
and we tend to land on our blocky heels. Also, when we stumble going up, we
fall a shorter distance than when we fall going downhill. Ice compounds the
difficulty of going down, making traction even more important.
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This is an added anecdotal observation, but it seems to me that French
is now the second language of the Whites because I notice our northern
neighbors hiking in the Whites in increasing numbers. If this is so, might
it make good sense for organizations that dispense information—weather,
schedules, and so on—to offer that information in English and French?
The report says that the group’s first language was French, and I conjecture
that their planning might have been more accurate if they could have read
information in French.
Finally, Ober concludes his report by recommending that the group be
charged for their rescue. The amount—$207.77—is tiny compared with
many incidents, but assessing it makes good sense.2

Two Short Stories From King Ravine
Tuckerman and Huntington ravines take up much of the space in this
column and in rescue reports. Increasingly, King Ravine’s name is cropping
up, too. Here are two contrasting stories from its slopes and floor.
	On December 21 at 7 a.m., having driven all night from Ontario, Rishi M.
and Norman G. set out up the Valley Way with the aim of climbing Mount
Adams and then descending to the Randolph Mountain Club’s Gray Knob
Shelter for the night. The weather was mild with a forecast of incoming rain
and ice. Rishi and Norman were well equipped for winter climbing. The pair
reached Madison Spring Hut (which was closed for the season) at 11:30 a.m.
and, given murky weather, decided to head straight for Gray Knob. During
the traverse, however, they turned onto the King Ravine Trail, which they
descended slowly, arriving at the boulder field on the ravine’s floor around
6:30 p.m. The men were using an old map that seemed not to include that
trail. They felt uncertain of their location. In the darkness and feeling cramps
and fatigue, they opted to stop and shelter in their bivy sacks and sleeping
bags. At this time, Rishi decided to activate their SPOT locator beacon to

NHFG may charge hikers for the cost of their rescues under the terms of a 2008 state law.
The department reviews each incident and determines if the rescued parties were negligent.
Negligence can mean hikers did not carry adequate gear for known conditions, did not consult
weather reports, and tried a hike that was beyond their capabilities. The department rarely
invokes the law and in some cases when it has, later it has dropped the fine. Search-and-rescue
operations in New Hampshire continue to be funded by surcharges on all-terrain-vehicle and
boat registrations and through the NHFG budget.—Editor.
2
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summon help, hoping that someone would respond in the morning and help
them find their way back to their car.
	NHFG received a call about the SPOT activation around 6:45 p.m., and,
after checking with the International Emergency Response Coordination
Center (IERCC) in Houston, Texas, learned it was registered to Rishi.
The IERCC dispatcher gave NHFG Conservation Officer Mark Ober
the beacon’s coordinates and contact information, but he was unable to
get any answer to his call, and so he put a rescue in motion, summoning
fellow conservation officers and three volunteers from AVSAR. By 9:30 p.m.,
three conservation officers and three AVSAR volunteers were en route to
King Ravine. Throughout the night, IERCC phoned in updates saying the
SPOT beacon was still stationary.
A little before midnight, Conservation Officer Bob Mancini made voice
contact and then found Rishi and Norman partially in their bivy sacks and
sleeping bags, camped on an exposed ridge in the boulder field. The men
were cold and wet, but, after receiving warm clothes and fluids and food, they
walked out with assistance to the parking lot at the Appalachia trailhead on
Route 2, arriving at 3:30 a.m.
Comment: Buying good gear is as easy as finger-walking along the
keyboard; gaining the experience needed to make good use of that gear takes
time and some humility. That Rishi and Norman had not learned to make
their gear work for them is evident from their positions when rescuers arrived:
both men lay half out of their bivy sacks in an exposed place; instead of
maintaining vital heat, they were giving it up. Our layers of gear are designed
to make us self-reliant. Here, however, Rishi and Norman’s gear simply
allowed them to reach trouble, and then they used more gear (the SPOT
locator) to drag others out into the night to retrieve them.
	Ober’s official report recommended charging Rishi and Norman the
$1,666.50 cost of the rescue. Good call from my point of view.
	On April 7, Patrick L. left the Appalachia parking lot to ski the Great
Gully in King Ravine. At 1 p.m., Patrick texted his mother that he was at the
Chemin Des Dames Trail and heading up. At 10:15 p.m., NHFG received a call
saying Patrick had not yet returned. State police verified that Patrick’s car
was still in the parking lot, and NHFG began to organize a search in the
heavy rain. Conservation Officer Mark Ober began driving to Appalachia,
but on the way he heard from the state police that Patrick had just arrived at
his car. Ober soon arrived to find Patrick asleep in his car, and, when Ober
tried to interview Patrick, Ober received terse or jumbled responses, among
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them, “I lost my skis.” Ober called Gorham Emergency Medical Services for
an ambulance. Ober also noted an AR-15 rifle in the car and asked if it was
loaded, receiving only a head shake, “No.” Asked if he had other firearms,
Patrick pointed to an empty handgun holster strapped to his right side; Ober
ascertained that Patrick had lost his 9-mm handgun on the mountain.
The following morning, from his bed at Androscoggin Valley Hospital,
Patrick reported more of the story to Ober. By 4 p.m. the previous day, Patrick
had ascended to the 5,200-foot level and reached the edge of the Great Gully.
He had skied the Gully before, but this time as he prepared to drop down,
the snow beneath him broke loose, and he began to slide; he could not stop
himself (his ice ax was torn from his hands). During his fall to the bottom of
the Gully, he became airborne, dropped over several waterfalls, and hit rocks.
He lost his skis, poles, ice ax, and sidearm. Once he slid to a stop, Patrick recognized where he was and crawled to a spot where he had gotten cell service
in the past; his attempt was dropped after a few seconds, and he was unable
to get service after that.
From that point, Patrick told Ober, he resolved to make it out on his
own. He crawled and hobbled, using old ski tracks and occasional shafts of
moonlight amid the rainfall to navigate approximately three miles over the
next seven-plus hours, arriving finally at the Appalachia parking lot. His ski
helmet was battered and had been crushed at the crown. An avid skier and
racer, Patrick also said he was training to join the Army. After the interview,
Patrick checked himself out of the hospital and drove home.
Comment: Patrick was clearly both resilient and lucky—after the bad
luck of having his stance collapse atop the Great Gully. Luck does, at times,
favor the prepared, and here that seems so. Without appropriate gear and
knowledge of where he was, Patrick would likely have lost his life. His fall
was a long, hazard-filled one where others have died recently. And, when
luck turned against him at the base of the Gully, Patrick had the stamina and
wherewithal to rescue himself. Contrast his story with the other King Ravine
story in this column, and you can see opposite ends of the spectrum of backcountry venturers. Solo adventures always carry risk in difficult terrain, but I
see going alone as a defensible choice if one if prepared and willing to accept
consequences. Skiing the Great Gully during melt-out season surely is at the
high end of the scale of risk.
	Note that Patrick carried a gun. This should remind everyone to check
our assumptions about who and what are at play in the backcountry. It also
reminded me of the varied situations NHFG officers encounter as they do
their work.
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In the Heart of Winter
The winter’s major incident occurred during a tempest on January 19. At
4:16 a.m. on Mount Washington’s summit, the temperature was a (relatively)
mild 9 degrees F and the winds whispered from the west at a coincident
9 miles per hour; light snow drifted in the air. The forecast should give anyone
pause: “Increasing winds . . . kicked up snow . . . ground blizzards at times
with whiteout conditions likely; in addition to high winds, cold arctic air will
start to make a return today. A windchill advisory will go into effect at sunset
today.” This forecast echoed that of the previous day.
Pause was not taken, however. At 4:30 a.m., a group of fifteen hikers
of varied experience from Bloomsburg University of Pennsylvania's Quest
Program set out from Pinkham Notch for Mount Washington’s summit.
They divided into three groups as they ascended. Atop Lion Head, one group
of five elected to turn back; the remaining two groups of six and four kept
on, reaching the summit at 12:30 p.m. There, they took summit photos and
turned to descend.
The group with Andrew S., Rhea M., Kelly S., and Wayne E., which
included two of the overall group’s four leaders, made very slow progress, in
large measure because Wayne was struggling. A hiker of limited experience
with no winter climbing background, Wayne was exhausted and unsteady; he
fell often as the foursome climbed down the summit cone. Meanwhile, the
morning forecast was coming true: the winds rose, picking up the loose snow,
and vision and route-finding became difficult. Amid the blown snow, the
group missed the turn for Lion Head, and not long after that, Andrew realized
that they were heading for the lip of Tuckerman Ravine; from previous climbs
on Washington, he knew this was not a descent they wanted to make. With
Wayne struggling still, darkness coming, and the conditions making routefinding nearly impossible, around 4 p.m., Andrew punched the emergency
button on his SPOT locator beacon; he followed that with a 911 call that got
through. Then the link went dead. The group then hunkered down to shelter
as best they could and await rescue. The temperature at the nearby summit was
now –5 degrees F with sustained winds between 70 and 80 mph.
U.S. Forest Service Snow Ranger Chris Joosen coordinated the rescue
effort, gathering personnel from the U.S. Forest Service, Mountain Rescue
Service, and NHFG. Because the current conditions and the forecast
suggested that a night out could be lethal, Joosen launched a night rescue.
He sent a party of four on snowmobiles to the head of the winter Lion Head
Trail, where they would then climb toward the stranded party. Thirteen more
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rescuers boarded New Hampshire State Park and Observatory Snow Cats
and were driven up to the 6-mile post on the Mount Washington Auto Road;
from there, the rescuers planned to follow the Alpine Garden Trail toward the
coordinates provided by Andrew’s SPOT beacon.
Though travel and coordination were exceedingly difficult, by around
9:30 p.m., rescuers had reached their target coordinates. Then, with winds still
at hurricane force and vision limited by darkness and snow, they began a grid
search. Approximately 45 minutes later, they found the four hikers. Wayne
needed help; the other three were mobile. By 10:50 p.m., the group had begun
the trek across the Alpine Garden to the waiting Snow Cats. A rotation of
rescuers assisted Wayne, with one at each elbow throughout the crossing. A
litter was ready should Wayne be unable to keep going. The group’s progress
was slow, but by 1:30 a.m., they had arrived at the safety of the Snow Cats.
From there, they were driven to the base.
Comment: It is abundantly clear that the Quest group got itself into a
predicament that could have killed some or all of the four left on the mountain
at day’s end. As is often true, it took a series of misjudgments and mistakes to
arrive at the point where Andrew set off his SPOT beacon. Primary among
them was taking a group of mixed experience and competence to Mount
Washington in winter. Upper Washington is no learning mountain; it’s a
mountain to which you take your best knowledge and experience.
Add to this their failure to monitor the weather forecast, which offered
consistent warning of tough stuff ahead. There’s a reason that experienced
climbers are among the weather obsessed. I draw a line of inference from
the program’s name to its behavior: quests often require suspension of usual
caution, a stepping beyond; they summon the inner hero, who, in retrospect, often does silly things, and, once they are decided upon, they develop
a momentum of their own. Not many people call off quests. That attitude
is reflected also in the group’s decision to turn around at 12:45 p.m., whether
they had reached the summit or not. Though they reached the summit at
12:30, they left themselves only four hours to descend before sunset. An
earlier turnaround time might have helped Wayne’s group begin to climb
down before trouble took over.
The group was reasonably well equipped, but much of the gear was rented
and so unfamiliar to the hikers; again, this is no mountain on which to learn
how to use gear. In a roaring whiteout, everything should be familiar to the
touch. Finally, as underlining contrast to this commentary’s advice, here
is the lead paragraph to Quest’s notice for this trip: “Join Quest on their
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most thrilling adventure of the year. An ascent up Mount Washington in
New Hampshire ‘home of the world’s worst weather.’ Four-day trip includes
transportation to and from New Hampshire, motel rooms, and mountaineer
training. Most gear is included and no experience is necessary.” (Their
emphasis in bold.)
	Once meteorological mayhem descended and the foursome was stuck,
they endured well. Their decision to stick together probably helped save
Wayne’s life, and it made them easier to find. Also, they probably bolstered
each others’ spirits during the roughly six hours they waited for rescue.
A few notes about summoning rescue: Even the deeply experienced climbers who rescued the foursome were at the limits of possibility in these conditions. As the commentary on the invaluable Mount Washington Avalanche
Center’s website makes clear, “had conditions deteriorated much further, rescue that night may not have been possible.”
During interviews, it also became clear that the group of six preceding
the foursome down the mountain had also missed the turn for Lion Head
Trail. Luckily, they happened on a climber who warned them away from
Tuckerman Ravine Trail and set them back on the Lion Head route. Had they
not met this climber, they would have descended into the steeps of the ravine
on a day when avalanche danger was rated as high.
During some research, I also noticed a prominent posting on the
Bloomsburg Quest website suggesting donations to organizations that assisted
in this rescue. That’s a nice, appreciative gesture.

The Usual and the Not-So
Winter’s short hours and cold limit off-trail wandering, which, given its
unpredictable nature, often requires the more elastic days of summer. Still,
the appeal of untracked ground and unclimbed ice can be strong. Here,
briefly, are a few wanderings that required help.
	On January 18, three experienced ice climbers, Dale E., Lisa C., and
Michelle R., followed a tip from the website New England Ice and went looking for an off-trail, frozen drainage in the Ammonoosuc Ravine. Leaving their
inn in North Conway at 6 a.m., they climbed the Ammonoosuc Ravine Trail
to Gem Pool, where they diverged on a route to the iced-over drainage. They
climbed on that ice until early afternoon. At that time, Dale opted not to
climb a particular piece of steep ice and cut off into the woods to circumvent
the ice and meet her partners at the top. Dale had trouble reaching her goal
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and ended up out of contact with her partners and lost. When her attempt to
cut across to the Ammonoosuc Ravine Trail failed, and with light fading and
cold intensifying, she called the inn where the climbers were staying for help.
Steven H. called state police, who in turn notified NHFG.
Conservation Officer Mark Ober got a call through to Dale’s cell phone.
She told him she was cold and worried but said also that she was uninjured
and had a headlamp. Ober plotted Dale’s location from the earlier 911 call,
and he and two fellow officers drove to the trailhead, where they met three
more conservation officers at 8:45 p.m. At 9:30, the team fielded another call
from Dale, and that enabled them to aim for the place near Gem Pool where
the climbers had gone off-trail earlier that day. A little after 10 p.m., three
officers found Dale, and a few minutes later located her two partners who had
just called for help when their single headlamp failed.
Comment: A group becoming separated is a familiar woods story. “I’ll
just go around this rise and meet you at the top,” one of us might say, and
then the terrain begins to nudge us this way and that. In a little while, we’re
disoriented and deep in the trees without perspective. Two thoughts: The
NHFG report makes no mention of a map; surely one might have been
helpful, especially if the climbers had studied it carefully the night before.
Although such study won’t forestall the disoriented feeling described, it can
provide a mental overview that helps limit the lost feeling. A compass to go
with the map is vital. Also, in winter, when the I’m-getting-off-track feeling
arrives, there is the option of retracing one’s steps or prints.
Although Dale had all the gear needed for ice-climbing, she carried no
survival gear (aside from her headlamp). Once lost with dark coming on, she
was not prepared to ride out the night and rescue herself. Ober notes this in
his report, and he concludes that the rescued climber should pay the cost of
the rescue. I concur.
	On December 12 at 3 a.m., NHFG received a call about a missing hiker
in the Franconia Notch area. David F., a Lyndon State College student, had
left school to hike and climb in that area the day before. He was reported
to be well equipped. David had told his roommate his intended route, so
NHFG officers decided to give him time to hike out on his own. It was a very
cold morning (on Mount Washington at 5:17 a.m., the thermometer read –15
with a 73-mph wind, and a windchill advisory was in effect). With no sign
of David, NHFG organized a search, which would necessarily be broad and
people intensive. At 12:30 p.m., as the search was getting under way, NHFG
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learned that hikers on the Falling Waters Trail had come across David not far
from the summit of Little Haystack.
	NHFG believed that David’s condition merited an airlift off the ridge by
a National Guard helicopter. He was treated for mild hypothermia at a local
hospital. In an interview with NHFG, David said that he had begun his
climb on the Falling Waters Trail at 9 a.m. on the 11th, diverging later to climb
an off-trail drainage called Lincoln’s Throat; eventually, he lost his way and
spent the night in his sleeping bag wrapped in a space blanket and tarp. In the
morning, he found his way to Falling Waters Trail. When rescuers found him,
he carried no pack or gear, saying he must have lost them.
Comment: Zow. This barebones report asks for more detail, but even
at this level, it’s clear that David broke nearly every safety “rule.” He was
equipped with cold-weather gear, and, according to his mother in media
reports, he had Wilderness First Responder training. The only mystery to me
is that the reporting officer from NHFG did not recommend billing him the
$4,518.57 cost of this rescue, a figure that omits the cost of the helicopter (as I
noted earlier, helicopters may cost $2,000 an hour).

Trouble in the Shoulder Season: A Ridge Too Far
Misjudgment tends to gather in the “shoulder seasons,” those margins where
one season gives way to another. Often then, the disparity between backyard
or valley conditions and those in the uplands is extreme. Here’s a short story
from when winter gave way to spring; it strays into May, a little beyond the
usual cutoff date for winter stories.
	On May 4, at 5 a.m., David H., age 75, carrying food and clothing for a
summer day hike, set off from Crawford Notch, bound ultimately for Lincoln
Woods via Zealand Mountain, the Bonds, and the Lincoln Woods Trail, a
distance of 21.2 miles by trail. He was tracing the footsteps of a relative who
had made that crossing the previous August. The forecast spoke of intermittent
rain, with snow possible at higher elevations. He reached Zealand Falls Hut at
10 a.m., paused, then headed into the upland traverse of his route, where he
encountered a good deal of snow and ice. David summited Mount Guyot at
5 p.m. and kept on from there, arriving on Mount Bond at around 7 p.m.
Between Bond and Bondcliff, in the rain and fog and darkness, he became
uncertain of the trail; at 9:30 p.m. he called 911.
After finally pinpointing David’s location, NHFG sent two conservation
officers from Lincoln Woods on four-wheelers at 3:30 a.m. At the base of
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the Bondcliff Trail, the officers got off the machines and continued on foot,
climbing the 4.4 miles over Bondcliff. They found David a little before 11 a.m.
just beyond its summit. He was cold, wet, and tired, and the officers figured
it would take all day and, perhaps, into the evening to walk David out. At
this point, an Army National Guard helicopter on standby was summoned,
and the officers walked David down below the 3,000-foot elevation, where
the helicopter crew was able to use its “jungle penetrator” to lift him and the
officers from the woods. Lt. James Kneeland, the NHFG officer in charge of
this rescue, recommended that David be charged for the cost of this rescue.
Comment: Even this sketch points out the obvious missteps David
took on his way to trouble. Key among them is using an August hike as a
template for one in early May, when conditions are still like winter in the
high Whites. One must pack and dress for winter then. In all seasons, each
of us should have a contingency plan that allows us to adjust to what we find
while walking.
	I suspect that David was dealing with a second shoulder season—his
age, 75—and that in making this crossing, he hoped to point out (to self?
to others?) that that season hasn’t taken hold just yet. I am not far behind
him in age and a kindred spirit (I’m guessing), and I suspect also that as we
keep on into the hills, our toughest management project will be our own
fantasies and expectations. That David is deeply experienced as a hiker—news
reports tab him as having completed both the Appalachian and Pacific Crest
trails—points out just how strong is the internal imperative to shake free from
aging’s gravity.

Carry This Card?
Beginning on January 1, 2015, hikers in New Hampshire may purchase a
card—$25 for individuals, $35 for a family—that frees them from the cost of
a rescue if they are found to have been negligent incurring that rescue. The
fund established by revenue from this voluntary purchase will be used to
support NHFG’s search-and-rescue costs, which consistently run $200,000
or more over budget. Lawmakers and NHFG officials also hope this money
supplements what the state tries to collect when hikers are deemed negligent
in precipitating a rescue effort. As I have noted, recommendations that the
state seek such reimbursement are growing more common, but actually collecting the fees has proven difficult, in no small measure because proving
negligence in court can be hard and costly.
120 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 120

11/19/14 2:55 PM

Will I buy this card? I think I will, simply as a way of making a targeted
contribution to NHFG’s search-and-rescue efforts. Will you?

An Archetype That Needs to Go Away
Here’s a final note about a rescue that didn’t happen; its story, however, was
broadly read because it appeared as a feature in the Boston Globe’s magazine.
	On February 15, Eric Mazur, age 59, led a group of four graduate students
and a fellow professor into Zealand Falls Hut, where they stayed for the
night. Their plan for the 16th was to ski roughly 15 miles from Zealand
to Lincoln Woods via the Shoal Pond and Wilderness trails. The Mount
Washington Observatory had posted a windchill advisory that was to give
way to a windchill warning at noon; the tagline on the forecast warned
about how difficult conditions would make any search and rescues in the
Whites that day. At 4:26 a.m., it was –4 degrees F with 70-mph winds atop
Mount Washington.
Downed trees across the trail slowed them, as did brook crossings. As late
afternoon came on, they had only reached Stillwater Junction, and they were
cold. Mazur’s boots had iced over, and he knew they were in trouble. The
group was split on what to do: two wanted to go back to Zealand; two wanted
to try to construct snow shelters; two wanted to go on. Eventually, they went
on toward Lincoln Woods, emerging finally in straggling succession in the
early morning hours. Mazur sustained serious frostbite, and as of the May
article’s writing, still was using open-toed footwear.
What got my attention beyond the group’s overextension was former
Boston Globe columnist Bella English’s article, published May 23, 2014. It was
light on specifics and a sense of the geography and terrain and what winter
in the Pemigewasset Wilderness can require. But the article was long on the
archetype of man versus nature, with victory going finally to the indomitable
spirit of man. Really? What facts I piece together point instead to a dopey
overextension in the face of extreme cold. Such writing celebrates a characteristic that needs no reinforcement.
—Sandy Stott
Accidents Editor
Editor’s note: Last winter’s NHFG reports omitted ages in several instances. Where
possible, we added ages found in other media.
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Alpina
A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges

Nepal Himalaya
Pre-monsoon 2013. Marred early by the widely publicized and exaggerated
squabble between Simon Moro, Ueli Steck, and Jon Griffith and a group
of Sherpas, and by concerns over excessive crowding on Mount Everest and
other routes, the pre-monsoon season appeared fated for major disaster. On
the contrary, the 2013 season was typical of or better than average than recent
seasons—except for one major measure. Total deaths in the Nepal Himalaya
for the season numbered the highest in history at eighteen, surpassing the
1992 death toll of seventeen. (Only about a third as many attempts were made
in that year, so the relative death toll was much higher in 1992.)
	In 2013, 202 recorded expeditions set out on 25 mountains, and 118 of
those, or 58.4 percent, succeeded. Twenty-five different mountains were
tried. In recent years, first ascents have become rare—none in spring 2012
and only four in spring 2013. Total climbers—both team members and hired
porters—who reached the summits numbered at least 809. Those climbers
the Himalayan Database calls “hired” include Sherpas and Nepalese porters,
and their numbers tend to be underestimated, particularly on Everest. Of
those reaching the top, 90 were women.
First ascents in pre-monsoon 2013. Jagdula (5,764 m) lies south along a
ridge of Kande Hiunchuli in the Jagdula Lekh. Frenchman Francois Damilano
branched off from a larger unsuccessful expedition led by Paul Marc Grobel
and made a solo ascent via the SW Ridge, starting from a base camp at
4,965 m at 4 p.m. on April 29. Damilano reached the summit at 11 a.m. on
July 30 and returned to base camp via the NW Ridge that day. Dragmorpa
Ri (6,185 m) lies in the Langtang Himal SW of Tilman’s Col on the Tibetan
border. Solo climber Roman Gretzky of Russia reached the summit on May
30, 2013.
Gandharbha Chuli (6,248 m) is in the Annapurna Himal SSW of
Annapurna III near Machhapuchhare. (The peak lies about five km
along a ridge running NNE from Machhapuchhare and was once known
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as the Gabelhorn.) The expedition, comprising Cosmin Andron and
Christina Pogacean of Romania, was originally part of a trekking party to
Machhapuchhare base camp. They then decided to try the ascent using as
a guide Wilfrid Noyce’s book Climbing the Fish’s Tail (Heinemann, 1958).
Noyce’s 1957 expedition spotted Gandharbha Chuli, described it as “a most
shapely peak,” and christened it the “Ober Gabelhorn” after the Swiss peak.
The 2013 expedition used porters from the trek to “reach a kind of plateau
. . . around 4,000 m. . . . to get a clear view of the whole mountain and
have a comfortable background without porters [or] anything.” (Some of the
porters guessed and condemned the couple’s intent to ascend the point near
the formally closed Machhapuchhare.) The Romanians suffered the same
difficult weather pattern as the 1957 expedition, but after establishing their
Camp 1 at 5,586 m, left for the summit at 3:30 a.m. on May 6, avoided a rock
buttress to reach the W Ridge, then the summit after delays because of wind
and spindrift. They descended the same day to Camp 1. They claim that they
stopped “one meter” below the summit of Gandharbha Chuli, in deference
to the sacred summit status of Machhapuchhare. The attitude of the Nepalese
authorities is described as between disbelief (the summit climb took so little
time) and condemnation for ascending a forbidden peak (viewing it as a part
of Machhapuchhare).
The first ascent of Sisne Himal (5,849 m) in the Kanjiroba Himal
(W of Kande Hiunchuli in the Rukum district) carried a distinct whiff of
local boosterism. The mountain was opened some years ago but was ignored
by climbers. Man Bahadur Khatri, 28, of Rukum led a group comprising
American Alonzo Lyons, a trekking guide resident in Kathmandu, and six
high-altitude workers, including the experienced Mulal Gurung for the
ascent. All reached the top on May 21, 2013. The expedition acknowledged the
support of the Nepal Mountaineering Association and the far less well-known
Rukum District Development Committee, and offered the pious hope that
“The successful summit of Sisne Himal will attract more adventure seekers to
the [Rukum] district in the coming days.”
	One of the more remarkable efforts in the season was the fast traverse of
three peaks in the Everest (8,850 m) group by Briton Kenton Cool and his
Sherpa, Dorje Gyalzen. Climbing without Gyalzen, Cool left Camp 3 on the
usual S Col–SE Ridge route at about 2:15 a.m. on May 16, stopping at a point
about 60 m below the summit of Nuptse (7,864 m) at 10:30 a.m. The press
reported that he summited Nuptse, but technically one could say he did not
quite summit; he avoided an unstable cornice. He then descended to Everest
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Camp 2 by 5:45 p.m., where he met Gyalzen. The pair moved to Camp 3
and left there on May 17, reaching Camp 4 (the S Col) at noon on May 18.
They left the S Col at 7:30 p.m. and topped out on Everest at 1:45 a.m. May
19, then raced back to reach the S Col at 4 a.m. for a brief rest. The two then
continued the fast descent to reach Camp 4 on Lhotse at 11:30 a.m.
Later that afternoon they learned that Taiwanese Lee Hsaio-Shih, who
had just climbed Lhotse with two Sherpas, was desperately ill at lower Camp
4, and they moved down to nurse and medicate him through the night of
May 19–20. He died at 7 a.m. May 20. At 9:15 a.m., Cool and Gyalzen left
Camp 4 for the summit of Lhotse, arriving there at 1 p.m. They then descended
to Everest Camp 2 by 5 p.m. for a well-deserved rest. They squeezed three high
summits and a twelve-hour rescue mission into a bit less than four days and
fifteen hours.
The deaths in the 2013 pre-monsoon season. The record number of
deaths in the season were not the result of major catastrophes caused by any
of the concerns recently expressed about mountaineering practices in Nepal
and their consequences. Rather, they occurred in a variety of accidents with a
variety of causes. It is true that all of the deaths occurred on five 8,000-m peaks,
even though eighteen non-8,000ers were also attempted in the season. This
is primarily because the 8,000ers (particularly Everest) attract more climbers,
but also reminds one of the severe risks of very-high-altitude mountaineering.
The non-Everest deaths began on Makalu (8,485 m). A mixed group of
members and Sherpas from several small expeditions left the Makalu La for
the Normal Route on the afternoon of April 22. Finding that ropes had not yet
been fixed on the upper portion of the route, most abandoned the attempt,
but leader Yang Chun-Feng and Liu Xiang-Yang of a Chinese group, the
Iranian Azim Gheichisaz, and their Sherpas decided to continue. During the
summit push, Liu became exhausted and stopped to rest at the false summit.
The rest of the party reached the summit, then picked up Liu and descended
together but unroped. At about 7,600 m, Liu slipped on ice and fell out
of sight. At the time of the slip, Liu, 45, had been out for 30 hours, and he
carried only ski poles. He had no chance to self-arrest.
	On Kangchenjunga (8,586 m) all of the spring season action was focused
on the single day of May 20, 2013, and the normal SW Face route up the
mountain. Of the ten expeditions to the mountain, seven were successful,
placing a total of fifteen climbers on the summit that day. Five deaths occurred
as the successful summiters tried to descend from their victories. All but one
of the deaths resulted from the fall of an unroped climber.
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Bibas Gurung, 24, with the Italian expedition leader Mario Vielmo,
reached the summit on May 20. They found no fixed ropes and used no
supplementary oxygen. Vielmo led down, the pair was unroped, and Bibas
apparently slipped at 8,300 m and fell 700 to 800 m. His body was found
later. Hungarians Zsolt Eross, 45, and Peter Kiss, 26, climbed slowly because
they used no supplementary oxygen and because of Eross’s handicap. (He
had lost part of his right leg and wore a prosthesis; nevertheless he had previously made several ascents in Nepal including Everest and other 8,000ers.)
They reached the summit at 6 p.m. on May 20 and tried to descend almost
at once. Eross phoned base camp at 8 p.m. to say that he was exhausted and
alone a little below the summit. He called again later to report that he had
rested for three hours and was trying to descend. Kiss apparently climbed
back up the night of May 20–21 to look for Eross. He fell and died at
8,200 m sometime that night. The last call from Eross was on May 21. He was
at 8,300 m and died of exhaustion that day. Park Nam-soo, 46, climbing with
Kim Hong-bin, the leader of a Korean expedition, reached the summit at
3:35 p.m. on May 20 and descended immediately, unroped with Kim in the lead.
Park ran out of oxygen at 8,400 m and became very tired. He must have fallen
on ice at about 7,600 m. Kim claimed that he had not noticed Park’s disappearance. Phu Dorchi Sherpa, 31, was serving a Chinese expedition led by Zhang
Liang. Liang, Liu Yong-Zhong, Mingma Sherpa, and Phu Dorchi reached the
summit at 3:45 p.m. on May 20. On the descent, everyone was roped except
Phu Dorchi, who started down alone. When the summit team reached a
7,500 m camp at 2 a.m. on May 21, Phu Dorchi was not there. It is thought
that he fell at about 8,000 m. His body has not been found.
Lee Hsiao-Shih, 57, ascended Lhotse (8,516 m) via the usual W Face route,
reaching the top with two Sherpas on May 18. He then descended to Camp 4,
where he became very ill. Briton Kenton Cool and his Sherpa Dorje Gyalzen,
though involved in their multipeak ascent program described earlier, learned
of his difficulty, moved down and nursed and medicated him through the
night of May 19–20, but Lee died of acute mountain sickness (AMS) at 7 a.m.
on May 20.
Only seven expeditions tried Dhaulagiri I (8,167 m), all by the usual NE
Ridge route. The weather was poor, and no one reached the top. Spaniard
Manuel Gonzalez Diaz led Juan Jose Garra Lorenzo, 49, and Keshab Gurung
(the latter two roped together) on their summit attempt. They lost footing
and fell about 100 m—Garra breaking his leg and Keshab suffering bruises
and scrapes. Keshab stayed with Garra, while Gonzalez descended to obtain
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help. Keshab exhausted himself trying to move Garra further. They were in
desperate straits with no sleeping bags and no way to melt snow for water.
Rescuers mobilized slowly and did not reach Garra until May 26. He was alive
on their arrival but died of exhaustion that evening. Keshab, in desperation,
descended to Camp 3 the same day and was eventually evacuated by helicopter
to a hospital in Kathmandu, where he recovered. Chizuko Kono, 66, the only
female to die in the season, led an expedition of herself and two Sherpas
both named Dawa, reaching a high point of 8,060 m. They all turned back
in deteriorating weather. Kono weakened and the Sherpas got her down to
7,700 m, where she died at 10 p.m. on May 23. The Sherpas bivouacked there
for the night. On May 24 they started down, but the Dawa from Damdi in
the Khumbu, 41, fell to his death at 7,500 m.
The eight deaths on Everest (8,850 m) were again scattered in cause, time,
and subject: four were of members, four were Sherpas, three occurred on
descent from the summit, six were on the Normal Route from the south, and
two on the Normal Route from the north.
Four Sherpas died on the mountain—three during route preparation and
the fourth descending from the summit. Mingma Sherpa, 44, a so-called
“Icefall doctor,” fell into a crevasse at 5,800 m, and died, on April 7 while
working with the Sherpa Rope-Fixing and Icefall Team. Da Rita Sherpa, 36,
was working for a large American-led expedition on the same route, when he
suffered a heart attack at 7,300 m on May 5. Lobsang Sherpa, working for a
Chinese expedition again on that route, had a fatal fall from 7,500 m on May
7. Namgyal Sherpa, 35, reached the summit on May 15 from the north with
William McFatter of Great Britain and another Sherpa. They descended to
8,300 m and rested overnight in a tent; McFatter continued down at 6 a.m.,
and the Sherpas followed a little later. Namgyal soon complained of heart
pain at 8,200 m, sat down, and died at 8 a.m.
Mohammed Khalid Hussain, 36, relatively inexperienced and climbing
alone without supplemental oxygen, nevertheless reached the summit on
May 20. He died on the descent at about 8,000 m apparently from AMS.
Sergey Ponomarev, 43, of a large Russian expedition on the N Col–NE
Ridge route, had difficulty in completing acclimatization and returned to
Advanced Base Camp (6,400 m) to rest on May 4. The next day, he started up
accompanied by a Sherpa and died of a heart attack at 6,500 m. Seo Sung-ho,
33, of South Korea reached the summit with the Korean expedition led by
Kim Chang-ho at 10 p.m. on May 20. He died on the descent at 8,000 m at
5 a.m. The death was categorized as AMS. Seo’s death seriously marred the
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The Khumbu Icefall. The fatal avalanche of April 18, 2014 was triggered by a serac falling from the ice bulge, at center left. Wikimedia Commons, Uwe Gille

triumph of Kim, who became the first South Korean to climb all fourteen
8,000ers without supplementary oxygen. Seo himself had climbed twelve
8,000ers.
The most famous climber to die on Everest was Russian Alexei Bolotov,
50, widely known for his many Himalayan climbs and attempts, starting
in 1996. He teamed up with the even more famous Kazakh/Russian Denis
Urubko. They originally planned a joint effort with Moro, Steck, and Griffith,
but the projects were abandoned when the latter group became persona
non grata after their squabble with the Icefall Sherpa team. Bolotov and
Urubko then decided to attempt a new route up the SW Face of Everest. On
May 15, Bolotov left Everest Base Camp at 3:30 a.m., intending to photograph
a reconnaissance panorama of the SW Face at sunrise from low on Nuptse.
Urubko followed later that morning and found Bolotov’s body entangled in
old ropes. He had obviously died immediately from massive head damage
resulting from falling some distance—the accident probably caused by relying
too heavily on old fixed ropes. The high regard of the Russian mountaineering
community for Bolotov was demonstrated by the unusual care of his remains.
Urubko and others got Bolotov’s body to a helicopter pickup point. It was
flown to Base Camp, then to a hospital freezer in Kathmandu on May 16.
His Russian friends made the arrangements (and raised the money) to pay
all costs in Nepal and to repatriate his remains to Russia. Urubko, Bolotov’s
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friend for eighteen years, accompanied his body for its flight to Moscow
on May 18.

The Loss of Sixteen Nepalese in the Khumbu Icefall in April 2014
The deaths of sixteen Nepalese in the Icefall on the morning of April 18, 2014,
has rightly been called the “the deadliest single disaster on Everest.” Twentyfive Nepalese working on preparation of the normal south-side route were
swept up in the avalanche, sixteen died—three of them remain buried below
the ice—and nine were injured. Less rightly, all the dead have been called
Sherpas. Only thirteen were ethnic Sherpas, the other three were a Gurung,
a Tamang, and a Hindu of the Khatri caste. Still, all were working as Sherpas. It is asserted that the catastrophic avalanche was a new phenomenon,
not at all similar to the incidents categorized as “Icefall Collapse” in the
Himalayan Database. It certainly looked different. Videos from digital
cameras recorded during the April 18 event clearly show a wave of avalanche
snow and debris sweeping down the Icefall following a massive fall of ice from
the west shoulder.
The assertion that the avalanche was the consequence of a recent
fundamental change in the Icefall and its surroundings largely depends on
anecdotal evidence but seems to be essentially correct. Pretty much everyone
who has looked at the Icefall, from George Leigh Mallory’s first fleeting
glimpse in 1921 onward, thought it to be dangerous. Nevertheless, the first
death there occurred only in 1963, twelve years after climbers began to attempt
it. The first victim was John Edgar (Jake) Breitenbach of the first American
Everest expedition, who died while “preparing the route.” The long wait for
the first death reflects the limited number of visits to the Icefall in the early
years. As an anonymous sage has said, “In a mountaineering accident absence
of body is far better than presence of mind.”
The worst previous death event—six Sherpas from Yuichiro Muira’s ski
expedition April 5, 1970, and a Sherpa from another Japanese expedition on
April 9, 1970—was probably not a consequence of local climate change. My
photographs of the Khumbu Glacier and the surrounding mountains taken
in 1972 look much like the extensive set taken by the Swiss in 1952. From
that, I conclude that snow and glacier conditions in 1970 were similar to
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those when the Icefall was first visited and probably earlier—nothing to be
attributed to recent climate change.
Anecdotal evidence of significant recent adverse climate effects is widely
available. These are described as a general drying, certainly not an increased
snow or ice depth. Apa Sherpa describes “stony” conditions not seen in the
1990s (Apa Sherpa climbed through the Icefall frequently from 1989 through
2011). Melting of the hanging glaciers on nearby Ama Dablam has made
routes there more dangerous. The most germane evidence, of course, is the
recent much increased concern of the Sherpas and the commercial expedition operators about Icefall conditions during route preparation in the premonsoon season.
The effects of the catastrophe on the 2014 Everest pre-monsoon season are
not yet fully reported. The Sherpas declared a highly effective “work action,”
in effect a strike, shortly after the avalanche. Negotiations among Sherpas,
the commercial operators, and the Nepalese government failed, and on April
22, the Sherpas announced a refusal to work for the balance of the season.
By the end of April, most climbers, perhaps 90 percent, had left Everest Base
Camp. As has been demonstrated previously in Alpina, more than half of the
total mountaineering income for the pre-monsoon season in all of Nepal is
typically expended by climbers on Everest. How the enormous monetary loss
will be distributed among the commercial operators, the Sherpas, the insurance companies, the climbers who did not get the expedition they paid for,
and the Nepalese government remains to be fought out. The operators have
criticized the unwise destruction of the golden goose by the Sherpas, who can
earn $4,000 in a season and thus become “like a multimillionaire in their own
country.” This talk ignores the fact that Western guides make five or six times
as much as the Sherpas in the season and the commercial operators far more.
There probably are multimillionaire Sherpas in Nepal, but I think few
are in Khumjung, the longtime center for the Sherpas who work on Everest.
The Wall Street Journal (May 23, 2014) has an interesting article about the
people of Khumjung and the effect of the catastrophe on them. The WSJ
shows a photo, taken at dusk, of the “village of 500 households that has been
sending its sons to work on the world’s highest peak for decades.” The one- or
two-story houses are not large—some look like barracks. They are obviously
lighted by electricity, probably have piped-in water, are generously provided
with windows, and have chimneys and metal roofs. Some show satellite
dishes. All much like a modest American subdivision, except that there are no
visible paved roads.
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	I found the Khumjung article fascinating because I spent a few days there
in 1972. The hamlet was already a center for working Everest Sherpas with
then perhaps 100 households. The better houses were two-story houses; the
ground level was a stable for the family animals and storage of fodder, and
up a narrow, steep stairway lay two or three rooms. The walls were of sundried brick or stone covered with a stucco wash, the roofs of rough boards.
The houses had no chimneys; smoke from the tiny heating and cooking fires
had to find its way out through an opening in the roof boards. Electricity
was not to be thought of, water was carried from a spring a half-mile away.
Windows were few and small, provided with glass in only the homes of the
most prosperous.
	One’s initial reaction is, “They have come a long way,” but then, it has been
42 years. The working Sherpas had a comfortable living standard relative to
others in Nepal in 1972 as they have now, not because they are the equivalent
of multimillionaires, but because they are people of substance with a strong
tie to their society.
	If it is accepted that the route through the Icefall is significantly more
dangerous than it used to be, what can be done? Continuing the present
system—perhaps with a small upward adjustment in the economic benefits
to the Sherpas—may not work because prospective clients fear that the risk of
another season shutdown is too high. The Sherpas and commercial operators
have already searched for safer paths up the Icefall—with demonstrated
negative results this spring. Unfortunately, the other ways up Everest from
Nepal are far more difficult. Any attempt to get the large numbers of
“ordinarily competent” mountaineers who try to climb Everest up these
routes will lead to severe loss of life. The obvious solution for the ordinarily
competent class of Everest aspirants is to go to the Chinese-side Normal
Route—the drawback for them being the whimsical unreliability of the
Chinese permitting system. Of course, no one in Nepal wants the business to
go to the Chinese side.
There are technological options. The Sherpas have suggested the provision
of avalanche barrier structures for the critical length of the Icefall. Nothing
like this has been done for avalanches of Himalayan scale on glacier and
mountain walls like those at the Icefall. Any attempt will take too long, cost
too much, and probably not work. Another technological fix has already been
demonstrated. A wealthy Chinese businesswoman named Wang Jing hired a
helicopter to fly her, five experienced Sherpas, and all their gear to 6,474 m
Camp 2 in the West Cwm well above the Icefall on May 10. They climbed to
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the summit on May 23—the first ascent after the avalanche and one of the
few in the season. They then descended to meet the helicopter at Camp 2 and
flew out over the Icefall. This was a hugely costly climb for Wang Jing, who
is not a typical Everest client. She is a highly skilled mountaineer (this was
her third Everest ascent) and an extreme-adventure-travel addict. Developing
and supporting a fleet of helicopters large enough to handle hundreds of
prospective climbers with their Sherpas and gear would have major financial
and environmental costs. Nevertheless, it might be economically viable, and
the Sherpas could keep the business of dragging the clients the rest of the way
up the mountain.
	None of the solutions to the problem of a highly dangerous Icefall are
appealing. But then, nowhere is it written that the long-term progress of
mountaineering, of the Sherpa community, or of Nepal must depend on the
transport of many hundreds of mediocre climbers to the summit of Everest
every year.
Acknowledgments. These notes are based partly on accounts in the American
Alpine Journal, the Himalayan Journal, and their electronic supplements. The
use of the valuable reference source the Himalayan Database is also gratefully
acknowledged.
—Jeffery Parrette
Alpina Editor
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News and Notes
Celebrating President Johnson’s Momentous
Moves for Wilderness
Federal and state agencies and conservation organizations celebrated the 50th
anniversaries of two landmark pieces of conservation legislation last fall. On
September 3, 1964, President Lyndon Johnson signed the Wilderness Act. The
act established the National Wilderness Preservation System and immediately
designated 9.1 million acres with a new designation, federal Wilderness lands.
The act defined Wilderness as terrain “where the earth and its community
of life are untrammeled by man,” and “undeveloped Federal land retaining
its primeval character and influence, without permanent improvement or
human habitation.”
The first Wilderness in the Northeast set aside under the act was the Great
Gulf Wilderness in the White Mountains. [Editor’s note: See the article by
David Govatski on page 92.] Additional Wilderness designations followed in
the White Mountains, including the Presidential–Dry River Wilderness in
1975 (and expanded in 1984), the Pemigewasset River Wilderness in 1984,
the Sandwich Range Wilderness in 1984 (expanded in 2006), the Caribou–
Speckled Mountain Wilderness in 1990, and the Wild River Wilderness in
2006. Today U.S. Wilderness areas comprise more than 109 million acres.
	On that same day in 1964, President Johnson signed the Land and Water
Conservation Fund Act. The LWCF provides conservation funding for federal
land management agency projects, provides assistance grants to state and local
governments for building parks and recreation facilities, and supports the
federal Forest Legacy Program, which helps conserve working forests, and the
Highlands Conservation Act, supporting conservation in Connecticut, New
York, New Jersey, and the Pennsylvania Highlands. The LWCF is the primary
source of funding for conservation land acquisition for the National Park
Service, U.S. Forest Service, and U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service. The fund
has supported numerous conservation efforts in the Northeast, including
the Appalachian Trail, White Mountain National Forest, Lake Umbagog
National Wildlife Refuge, Saddleback Mountain, Acadia National Park,
Cape Cod National Seashore, Fire Island National Recreation Area, and
the Silvio O. Conte Wildlife Refuge in the Connecticut River watershed.
The LWCF is authorized to receive $900 million annually from offshore oil
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and gas revenues, but has received full funding from Congress only once in
its history.
For more information, see Rebecca Oreskes’s interview with wilderness
management expert Peter Landres (“The Ecological Value of Wilderness,”
Appalachia Summer/Fall 2014, LXV no. 2, pages 94–102); “50 Years in the
Wild: Looking Back at the Wilderness Act” (AMC Outdoors, September/
October 2014); wilderness50th.org; and lwcfcoalition.org. The Appalachian
Mountain Club is an active member of the LWCF Coalition and supports
full, dedicated funding of the Land and Water Conservation Fund.
—Kevin Breunig
AMC Vice President of Communications and Marketing

AMC and Partners Develop Outdoor Recreation Management
Certificate Program
Students at White Mountains Community College in Berlin, New Hampshire,
now may pursue a field of study leading to a certificate in outdoor recreation
management under a new program developed by the college in concert with
the Appalachian Mountain Club and other regional partners. The program
began in fall 2014 and was the culmination of a two-year effort by WMCC
and the AMC. It was designed with contributions from local employers and
is suitable for new students and those already in the workforce. Courses are
offered in the off-season, on a nontraditional schedule, enabling students to
work during peak seasons in their chosen area of expertise.
WMCC Vice President of Academic Affairs Fran Rancourt said the
college, which serves about 1,000 students, is pleased to be training students
and helping northern New Hampshire’s economy. AMC President John
Judge said that the AMC will encourage its staffers who have expertise in
outdoor recreation management to serve as adjunct teaching faculty in the
program, and the club expected to offer a limited number of internships to
certificate candidates. For information, visit wmcc.edu or call 603-752-1113.

New Guidelines for Accessibility
On September 26, 2013, the U.S. Access Board issued new accessibility guidelines for outdoor areas on federal lands. The guidelines provide detailed specifications for accessible trails, picnic and camping areas, viewing areas, beach
access routes, and other components of outdoor developed areas when newly
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built or altered. These guidelines also provide exceptions for situations where
terrain and other factors make compliance impracticable.
	In recent years, many backcountry facilities have been constructed with
adaptations for accessibility. Examples include the Appalachian Mountain
Club’s Galehead Hut in the White Mountains of New Hampshire, Eliza Brook
Shelter in New Hampshire, and the outhouse at Happy Hill in Vermont.
These guidelines will continue to apply to all new construction of trails and
facilities on federal lands governed by the Architectural Barriers Act, including trails and facilities constructed by nonfederal partners or organizations.
	It is worthwhile acknowledging the philosophy of accessibility in the
backcountry. “But why do you build an accessible building in the middle
of the woods?” many ask. Of the many answers to this question, the first
is political. As a civil right (the rights of the disabled community have now
been recognized as civil rights), we as the abled community should not judge
what the disabled community can or cannot accomplish. For decades, the
disabled community has fought in a variety of arenas for equality: equality
of work, pay, access to buildings. This is a similar kind of struggle for rights
that other communities have fought for over time and that have resulted
in desegregation and women’s right to vote. During those fights for equality,
the majority side fully believed they “knew” how to make decisions about
the minority sides’ abilities and interests; as a majority of able-bodied
people, we really cannot be in the business of judging the capabilities of the
differently abled.
The second answer is a philosophical one. Why do we modify outhouses
to include stairs to access the door? Most outhouses are on remote hiking
trails that include hand-over-hand ledge climbs (Mahoosuc Notch to Speck
Pond) or grueling long distances and rock-hopping across streams (Mount
Guyot), and if a person can hike to those remote places, why are we expected
to modify the outhouse to have stairs? Certainly a person could step up into
an outhouse if they can make it through Mahoosuc Notch. And if we give
able-bodied individuals a set of steps, why can’t we give disabled individuals a
ramp or a transfer handrail?
These reasons, philosophical and political, challenge us as abled-bodied to
think about the basic assumptions we use to guide our decisions about what
is the right way to do things. At any rate, these are the requirements that
we work within, and in many ways are simply another set of considerations
that we add to our decision making (cost, wilderness character, durability,
sustainability).
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Examples of these guidelines include cleared space with a transferable
height for platforms and shelters (19 inches off the ground), slope and stability of tread for trails, and height and dimensions of trailhead kiosks. The full
guidelines for accessibility can be found at access-board.gov.
—Sally Manikian
News and Notes Editor

Diplomatic Effort Controls Parties at Bull’s Bridge in Connecticut
On a spur trail about half a mile off the Appalachian Trail in South Kent,
Connecticut, is a natural area known as Bull’s Bridge. It is a stunning
waterway, with a historic covered bridge, quiet forests, and steep cliffs that
frame cascades and pools of the Housatonic River. The management of this
area is shared among local municipalities, the National Park Service, and the
Appalachian Mountain Club Connecticut Chapter volunteers.
For decades, recreational users have held parties here, reaching the area
through a roadside parking lot. In many ways, Bull’s Bridge is much like
other roadside natural areas, as those who steward and manage the area face
large volumes (indeed, entire Dumpsters’ worth) of trash left behind, eroded
stream banks, illegal fires, and safety concerns. These are all common challenges that result from roadside users unfamiliar with low-impact hiking or
outdoor ethics.
What is unique about Bull’s Bridge is that, after decades of heavy use
that led to mild irritation in the community, use by non-hikers spiked
suddenly after 2010. Crowds thronged the sides of the river, with parties
and dancing and open fires and cubic yards of garbage left behind. It had
become a serious problem.
As a result, a variety of partners grouped together in recent years to try
to do something new about it, and try a different approach to this ongoing
problem. It involved management at all levels, from grassroots volunteers all
the way to the National Park Service. “It’s a perfect quadrant of management
effort,” said Adam Brown, conservation stewardship manager for the
Appalachian Trail Conservancy. “If you take one part away, it doesn’t work.”
The collaborative approach to the problem began with a public town forum,
which gave the start to the Bull’s Bridge Task Force. The task force developed
a multipronged strategy involving education, enforcement, and indirect
control of access. The approaches were escalating in nature and intensity. First
came the bilingual signage describing acceptable and unacceptable uses. Then
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came relocating parking areas to discourage the carrying of large heavy items
such as coolers (containing trash that would be left behind) or portable grills
(open fires are illegal).
Then came the on-site educational efforts by volunteers of the task force,
assisted occasionally by the on-site presence of NPS law enforcement staff.
Their responsibilities are to be on site during busy periods, whether weekends
or holidays, and to educate people. ATC and AMC staff, as well as staffers
of the Connecticut Department of Energy and Environmental Protection,
trained the volunteers about how to interact with and educate people who
might not appreciate the interaction.
“The work of the task force members cannot be overstated,” wrote
Dave Boone, AMC Connecticut Chapter trails chair. “By the end of the
season, it appeared that the efforts had been successful, and the hordes of
users dropped off as a result of the awareness that this area is only for passive
recreational uses.”
—Sally Manikian

Large Grant Makes Possible Trail Work in
Moosehead Lake Region
The Elmina B. Sewall Foundation granted $1.1 million to AMC for trail work
in the Moosehead Lake Region of Maine, it was announced in August 2014.
AMC will work with Plum Creek, the Moosehead Lake Region Economic
Development Corporation, and the Maine Bureau of Parks and Lands over
the next five years, building and maintaining trails in the Moosehead and
100-Mile Wilderness regions. The investment will match Plum Creek’s earlier
$1 million pledge for trails in the area.
The AMC planned to hire a full-time trails supervisor for the Moosehead
region. The staffer will be based in its office in Greenville. More than 4,000
people in Maine belong to the AMC, which also has an office in Portland,
operates its Maine Wilderness Lodges for the public in the 100-Mile
Wilderness region, operates Knubble Bay Camp and Beal Island Campground
in Georgetown and Echo Lake Camp in Acadia National Park and publishes
the popular Maine Mountain Guide.
The AMC manages about 1,800 miles of trails in the Northeast. For more
information, see outdoors.org.
—AMC
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The Outside World Looks
Different Every Eleven Days
It would happen while you
were hiking in, although I’m
sure the foundation of it would
begin long before, while you
were packing your food, saying
your good-byes, and driving to
the trail. But the thoughts, or
more the feeling, wouldn’t come
until you hit the trail, your feet
moving swiftly up that path
you’d come to love, hate, then
love again.
	It wasn’t a thought, so much
as a feeling, something ineffable
brought on by the knowledge
that in eleven days you would be
back. To you, it would feel like
the blink of an eye, like barely a The summit of Moriah, near the site of Bobby
day had passed. It would shock Haran’s time-warp way of life.
CHRISTINE WOODSIDE
you that anything could change
that fast.
But it could. Because what was a blink to you would be almost two weeks
for the rest of the world.
Two weeks is a long time.
	In that time, memories would be made, events take place, news both bad
and good pass by, fears would be admitted and conquered, and ultimately,
the world would just keep on spinning. Without even skipping a beat at your
absence.
You would think about your brother. How many times had something good, or bad, or exciting, or memorable, or, hell, anything happened
in his life, when he’d reached for his phone, a smile of anticipation on his
face, excited to tell you something in the way that only a brother can?
Merely to have his smile fade as he realized that you were nowhere near
a phone.
Would he even remember what the news was when you got out? Or would
it just slip away as another memory you missed out on?
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You would think about your parents. Were they worried, concerned? Did
they miss that weekly phone call? Did Dad recover from his surgery? Where
were we moving now? Sometimes you’d come out, and their whole lives had
changed. They’d be picking up, moving to another city, another apartment,
and the only way you found out was as a passing afterthought from your
mom, like it was old news. Well, I guess it was. It happened over a week ago.
You just weren’t around.
You would think about your girlfriend. Hell, I can’t even explain how
much you would think about your girlfriend. Trying to live on two texts a day
because your phone wasn’t meant to last that long. Trying to fit everything
important into 160 characters is damn near impossible. So you think about
all of your life that she was missing out on and just didn’t understand, and all
of hers that was equally a mystery to you.
And then you would quickly try to stop thinking about your girlfriend.
Because all of the parts of her life, that life you used to be a big part of, that
you would never hear about as they were lost to the sands of time, were insurmountable. You just hoped she was good at waiting.
	It’s this time warp, you see. It’s coming out of the woods, expecting it all
to be the same, because no time should have passed, but it did. It’s big news,
turning to just news, turning to, “Oh, I thought everyone knew by now.”
(No, everyone didn’t.) It’s not just missing out on the memories, and stories,
and events. It’s about not hearing about them at all because by the time you’re
out, they’re long since forgotten.
	So you think about this, you feel it, understand it, and let it wash over
you. And after all that, as you’re nearing the top of the mountain on your
pack in, the obvious and unstoppable question bubbles to the forefront of
your consciousness.
	Is it worth it?
And to answer that question, you stop thinking about all of their memories,
and start thinking about all of your own.
You think about the first time you caught the sunrise from the bench at
Garfield Tentsite, or that first glorious sunset here at Imp Shelter. You think
about that moose and its calf you saw stroll quietly through your site like
you weren’t even there. You think of your first bushwhack to Redrock Pond,
the impossibly beautiful and secluded spot nestled between those slides. You
think about the joy of randomly running into another caretaker, and lazy
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evenings watching cribbage at the no-tell.* You think about watching the sky
turn dark over Ethan Pond during training, that first blowdown you took out
solo, and of course, your first compost run.
You think about the people you met: fellow caretakers and even those just
met for a night as they passed through on the trail. You think of the peace and
happiness of enjoying a glass of wine quietly in your tent after a long day, and
then midsummer last year when Cam danced himself into anaphylactic shock.
And before you’re even done with this, you’re sitting on your porch
smiling because the answer is clear. You wouldn’t trade your memories for
theirs in a thousand years.
Because this job is worth it all.

Bobby Haran started his junior year at Bates College in fall 2014 after a summer caretaking at the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Imp Shelter and Tentsite on the Carter
Ridge, near Mount Moriah, in New Hampshire’s White Mountains. His hometown
is Needham, Massachusetts.

* The no-tell is the nickname for seasonal caretakers’ bunkhouse at Camp Dodge, off
Route 16, north of Pinkham Notch. The name plays on the old phrase “no-tell motel.”
Caretakers spend their days off in this structure, which looks like a motel (it’s long, and each
room has its own exit door to a courtyard).
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Research
Thoreau Would Not Know Walden’s Seasons Today,
Scientist Finds
Some parts of the United States, such as Florida and Southern
California, look much the same at any given time of year. Not so in the
Northeast, where residents can tell you the season by glancing out the
window. Each of this region’s four distinct seasons brings its own set of
well-known events, from spring flowering and the emergence of insects to
wildlife migrations, leaf color change in fall, plant dormancy, and animal
hibernation. People who spend time outdoors are especially aware of these
familiar phenomena.
	Now, however, climate change is altering the timing of many seasonal
events in the life cycles of plants and animals. According to the third National
Climate Impact Assessment, published in 2014 by the U.S. Global Change
Research Program, average temperatures in the Northeast (from Maine to
Washington, D.C.) rose by almost 2 degrees Fahrenheit between 1895 and
2011, and average precipitation increased by more than 10 percent. Much of
this added moisture came during very heavy rain and snowstorms. Looking
forward, winter and spring precipitation is projected to increase in many
areas. Summer heat waves are projected to become more frequent and intense.
The impacts of climate change across the United States have spurred
growing interest in phenology—the study of biological events such as plant
flowering and migrations and how they are influenced by weather and climate.
Researchers at universities and environmental organizations, including the
Appalachian Mountain Club, are collecting and analyzing data to learn which
seasonal events are changing, how quickly, and whether those shifts are having
ripple effects on other species of plants and animals.
Boston University biologist Richard Primack has studied the impact of
climate change on seasonal events around Concord, Massachusetts, and
in other locations for more than a decade. In Walden Warming: Climate
Change Comes to Thoreau’s Woods (University of Chicago Press, 2014),
Primack describes the first twelve years of this work and the changes he and
his graduate students have documented. Thoreau is an important presence
in the book: Between 1845 and 1858, the author kept detailed records of his
wide-ranging observations as he walked around Walden Pond and through
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Concord’s woods. Thoreau’s notes, which he later transcribed into detailed
tables, include annual flowering dates for more than 300 plant species, iceout dates for Walden Pond (the date each year when most of the surface was
ice-free), arrival dates for many migratory songbirds, and other phenological
information. It was a stunning discovery: Literary scholars had known about
these records for years, but scientists had not. “I’d expected we might find
records in the archives of a nineteenth-century natural history society, but
not among the writings of one of the most revered and original writers in the
American literary canon,” Primack writes.
The Primack group used Thoreau’s data, along with information
collected during the ensuing 150 years by other Concord-area naturalists and
residents, to establish past measurements of springtime phenological events.
Then Primack and his students collected their own data to measure how things
had changed. Many shifts were evident. Notably, 43 common plant species
around Concord are flowering an average of eight days earlier now than they
did 150 years ago in Thoreau’s time. During that period, Concord’s average
temperatures have risen by about four degrees, so plants are flowering two
days earlier on average for each degree of warming. (About two thirds of the
temperature increase results from the urban heat island effect, which extends
out from Boston to Concord; the rest has been caused by climate change.)
The mix of plant species has also shifted. Plants that can adjust their flowering
times with temperature changes, blooming earlier in warm years and later in
cold years, have maintained their abundance, but species that bloom at the
same time every year regardless of temperature have tended to decline.
Using more recent data, Primack and his colleagues found that bees and
butterflies are also emerging earlier in the spring, roughly in time with plants.
However, most migratory bird species are not shifting their arrival dates at
the same rate. This raises further questions. Which insects do migratory birds
eat, and are the birds likely to arrive after their food sources have peaked?
When do honeybees and wild bees become active in springtime, and when
do midges, mayflies, and other aquatic insects emerge?
	Now Primack and his students have begun to study fall leaf senescence—
the two-stage process in which leaves change color and then drop—and the
impact of climate change on this transition. “When you analyze climate
change impacts on spring phenomena, it’s very clear what is happening,” Primack said. “There is lots of data, and temperature is the main variable that
drives changes. Autumn is much more complicated. There is very little data
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measuring climate change impacts on fall color change and leaf drop, and
what exists is very hard to analyze because no one defines those processes in
the same way.”
Moreover, leaf senescence proceeds differently across plant species: some
trees drop their leaves while they are still green, while others hold them until
all have changed color. As a starting point, Primack and his graduate students
are tracking the timing of leaf senescence for hundreds of tree species at
the Arnold Arboretum in Boston. They share data with researchers who are
doing the same thing at botanic gardens in Ottawa and Berlin. Primack and
his colleagues have also created a standardized definition of leaf senescence
for these joint studies. Initially, they used handheld meters to measure
levels of chlorophyll, the pigment in leaves that absorbs sunlight to provide
energy for photosynthesis. As trees prepare to go dormant in fall, they stop
photosynthesizing and the chlorophyll in their leaves breaks down, allowing
red and yellow pigments to show through. But the Primack group soon
found that visual scans of trees were accurate enough for large-scale surveys
estimating what fraction of each tree’s leaves had changed color.
Many observers have speculated that climate change will have a negative
impact on fall colors in the Northeast. Temperature is an important driver of
leaf senescence, so as the region warms, fall color change will come later in
the season. More frequent heavy rains may wash leaves down prematurely or
cause mold infestations where leaves are still attached. And over the longer
term, some species that produce bright colors are likely to shift their ranges
further north. The U.S. Forest Service’s Climate Change Tree Atlas projects
how climate change may alter tree ranges, using two greenhouse gas emissions
scenarios developed by the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change.
The first assumes continued high emissions and the second represents significant emission reductions. According to the atlas, deciduous species most
likely to lose habitat in the Northeast include red maple (Acer rubrum), sugar
maple (Acer saccharum), American beech (Fagus grandifolia), and yellow birch
(Betula alleghaniensis). These species provide many of the bright reds and
yellows that highlight fall foliage in the region, especially in New England.
More southerly species most likely to gain habitat with warming,
according to the atlas, include white oak (Quercus alba), black oak (Quercus
velutina), and flowering dogwood (Cornus florida). These species also produce
fall colors, including reds, so the net effect on fall foliage season may not
be drastic. Moreover, range shifts will take place over many years. Clearly,
though, climate change will alter the mix of trees in Northeast forests.
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Primack said he is more concerned about another long-term issue: how
climate change will affect forest productivity. “There is huge scientific and
social interest in how Northeast forests absorb carbon dioxide,” he said.
“We might expect that extended growing seasons and increased uptake
would lead to great forest productivity. This is clearly happening in spring,
but it’s not obvious what’s going on in fall. Warm autumn weather could
speed the breakdown of leaf litter and lead to more release of CO2 back to
the atmosphere. If that happens, carbon releases in fall could offset higher
photosynthesis in spring and turn Northeast forests from net carbon sinks to
net sources.”
As Walden Warming makes clear, it takes enormous amounts of reliable
data to draw conclusions about how climate change is affecting phenological
processes. In 2014, the Appalachian Mountain Club partnered with the
Appalachian Trail Conservancy and Great Smoky Mountains National Park
to launch A.T. Seasons, a program in which citizens can volunteer to monitor
common plant and animal species at sites along the Appalachian Trail.
Because the trail passes through 11 degrees of latitude and more than 6,500
feet of elevation, A.T. Seasons data will provide new information on natural
processes along the trail and how climate change may be affecting them.
Citizens can also contribute by monitoring seasonal events in their
backyards. Primack and his colleagues obtained valuable information on
butterfly emergence and the arrival of migratory birds from Massachusetts
residents who had collected data on their own property for years. Primack
recommends recording observations in journals, either year-round or during
seasons when climate-driven events occur. “Before the professionalization of
science in the nineteenth century, all scientists were citizen scientists, and
ordinary folk often undertook careful study of nature,” he writes in Walden
Warming. “We know life spent close to nature, studying it and observing it,
is a richer life than most of us pursue. A nature journal can help us act on
that knowledge.”
—Jennifer Weeks

Jennifer Weeks is a Massachusetts-based freelance journalist specializing in
environment, science, and health.

winter/spring 2015 143

Appalachia_WS2015_FINAL_REV2.indd 143

11/19/14 2:55 PM

Sitka Spruce: As Salmon Struggle, So Does This Giant Tree
The tree was ginormous, so big that I almost missed it. In my
periphery as I hiked, its immense trunk was more lichen-covered wall than
live pillar reaching to the rainforest canopy. With my attention affixed on the
roots crisscrossing the spongy trail, I didn’t become aware of this ancient Sitka
spruce until my friend, Rita, looked skyward. “Holy cow! That’s a big one!”
she exclaimed, stopping suddenly. I almost trampled her.
We were following a faint path near a small tributary of the Glendale
River. The river drains into Knight Inlet, one of the longest fjords on the coast
of British Columbia. This long finger of the Pacific Ocean about 50 miles
northwest of the town of Campbell River penetrates 75 miles inland. We
had arrived several days earlier by floatplane and were staying in the Knight
Inlet Lodge, a comfortable converted cannery anchored near the mouth of
the river. Thousands of acres of temperate rainforest and hundreds of grizzly
bears and black bears surround the lodge. Though bears can swim, the water
provided a small buffer between us and the bruins. That said, a canister of
pepper spray on my belt was as much a part of my daily getup as rubber boots
and rain gear.

In the coastal floodplains of Alaska and Canada, Sitka spruce can grow to be enormous,
although many of them are logged commercially before they get this large. Above, the
largest Sitka in Canada, growing in Vancouver and called the San Juan spruce.
TIM GAGE/WIKIMEDIA COMMONS
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From the water, Knight Inlet is rich in scenery and wildlife. Glaciated
mountains rise directly from the water. Their snowcapped summits drift
continually in and out of the clouds. Hundred-foot waterfalls spill down
narrow bands of rock chasing away Barrow’s goldeneyes and western grebes
with a constant chilly spray. Humpback whales breach the water’s surface,
upsetting rafts of gulls and murres, while seals and sea lions slip in and out of
the sea from rock outcroppings along the densely forested shore.
From the air, Knight Inlet is less pristine. Though most of the shoreline
is protected, the flight from Campbell River revealed large clear-cuts.
Predictably, logging is an important economic driver in this unpopulated,
heavily timbered region.
	I had gone to the Knight Inlet in mid-October to observe and photograph
grizzly bears on one of the Glendale River’s spawning channels. A nonprofit
called Vital Ground takes a small group there each fall to watch bears gorging
on salmon and meet researchers. I had not expected the opportunity to
examine old-growth Sitka spruce (Picea sitchensis).
When the opportunity had come to track bears in the rainforest rather
than spend another afternoon in an elevated blind, I had been glad for the
chance to stretch my legs. When we came ashore at the unmarked trailhead,
the magnificent Sitka spruce was merely a landmark, the turnaround point in
our exploration of the lush coastal forest. The spruce had escaped the massive
logging operations in the region merely by taking root in an exceptionally rugged spot. Once we found it, its story overshadowed our quest for bear signs.
“We need to hug it,” said Rita. I agreed, but not because I’m a staunch
environmentalist. I wanted to get a sense of its girth and didn’t have a tape
measure. We pressed our bellies to opposite sides of the goliath, hands
extended around its massive trunk as far as we could reach. Even with my
long six-foot arm span, my hands remained at least that far from Rita’s on
either side. Based on this rough measuring system, we estimated the tree to
have an 8-foot diameter.
Looking up made me dizzy. The 150-foot tall tree stood staunchly against
the moving clouds that danced around its compact crown.
	Our guide, John Kitchen, a PhD candidate at the University of Cumbria
in England who was doing research on grizzly bear habits and habitat, had
hiked to the old conifer many times. He believed the tree to be at least 500
years old.
The fifth largest species of tree in the world, only giant sequoia, coastal
redwood, kauri, and western red cedar can grow bigger mass-wise than Sitka
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spruce. It is an iconic tree in its limited range along the Pacific Coast from
latitude 39 degrees in Northern California to latitude 61 degrees in southcentral Alaska.
	Named for the community of Sitka, Alaska, and Alaska’s state tree, it’s also
called tideland spruce, coast spruce, and yellow spruce. It thrives in maritime
sea spray, fog, and extremely wet soil. It can’t survive in dry climates or at
high elevations, but in the temperate coastal rainforests of northwestern North
America, it grows robustly. The oldest Sitkas are more than 300 feet tall with
diameters greater than 15 feet. Unfortunately, those old specimens are rare
indeed because of the massive logging of them during the twentieth century.
Commercially, Sitka wood is highly valued for its exceptional strengthto-weight ratio and fine, straight grain. It’s light and pliable yet strong. In
addition to lumber and pulp products, it’s used in the manufacture of musical instruments including pianos, guitars, and harps. It’s also used for oars,
planking, masts, wind turbine blades, and in light aircraft. Great Britain’s
famed World War II–era Mosquito Bomber was made from Sitka wood.
The conifer’s desirability for so many uses is also the reason for the disappearance of the oldest of the species. In general, Sitka spruce are not endangered in their range, nor are they uncommon. Only the giant ones are rare,
but as current research suggests, big Sitkas are important to both the terrestrial and aquatic species around them, especially salmon.
“Sitka spruce grow within the floodplain where the forest has a relationship to the water,” explained Scott Harris, conservation science director for
the Sitka Conservation Society in Sitka, Alaska. “Marine animals, especially
salmon, drive nutrients to the land. There’s no question there’s a pathway.
Salmon swim up rivers to spawn, animals eat the salmon then defecate in the
forest feeding the trees, then the trees fall into the water creating habitat. Are
salmon mobilizing nutrients when they dig up gravel in streambeds that gets
carried back into the ocean? We think so. Researchers are trying to find out.”
	One of them is Andy MacKinnon, research ecologist with the British
Columbia Forest Service. According to MacKinnon, nitrogen is the limiting
nutrient in most of the coastal temperate rainforest. Things grow quickly when
they get it and not much where it’s scarce. Of the three ways for plants to get
nitrogen—fixation by bacteria from the air, absorbing nitrous oxides directly
from the air, and marine-derived nitrogen—the first two are very small or
nonexistent in the coastal temperate rainforests of the Pacific Northwest.
“There’s a big influx of nitrogen in riparian areas,” MacKinnon said.
“We know it’s marine-derived because it has a different ratio of nitrogen in
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From the air, a logged area near Knight Inlet, on the coast of British Columbia, is a reminder of the exceptional commercial value of Sitka spruce trees. LISA DENSMORE BALLARD

the isotope than terrestrial-derived nitrogen isotopes do. We look at these
isotopes in insects, animals, and trees to find where it comes from. When you
remove salmon, you remove nitrogen.”
And if you remove the nitrogen, the Sitka spruce won’t grow. If no supersized trees exist, the ecosystem could be threatened because, in addition to
completing the salmon–Sitka life cycle, large trees also stabilize banks and
moderate stream temperature.
“Under current regulations, the large Sitkas are protected along streamside zones, especially if salmon are there, in recognition of the importance
of salmon,” MacKinnon said. “Buffers exist so the discussion about the tree’s
effect on water temperature is hypothetical based on what happens in other
systems. That said, streams have become warmer in the southern range of the
tree so any management there that makes the water warmer still is a problem.
. . . The system depends on salmon. We’re starting to see southerly streams
getting to temperatures near the limit of what salmon can tolerate.”
MacKinnon also pointed out that old-growth trees have complex canopies,
home to distinctive arthropods, lichens, and birds. For example, the marbled
murrelet endemic to the region nests only on the broad branches of old trees,
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not in second-growth habitats. Although riparian areas are protected, large
tracts of private and state land are not and are still heavily logged.
Founded in 1967, the Sitka Conservation Society was originally formed
to fight logging on an industrial scale. Since the 1990s when research in the
17-million acre Tongass National Forest showed that medium-growth forest
provided as much or more timber than old-growth forest, the timber industry’s interest in the remaining old-growth Sitkas declined. Today, the Sitka
Conservation Society is no longer against logging. Instead, it concentrates on
habitat restoration and sustainability.
“We used to pull logs out of streams thinking we were helping, but now
we’re putting them back in,” says Harris, “We are concerned about the future
health of salmon streams. From an ecological point of view, the Sitka spruce’s
relationship to salmon is the reason to care.”
Harris laments the demise of the biggest, oldest trees, partly because of
the lost opportunity they represent. “Those trees were beautiful, straight,”
reflects Harris, “They were mass cut for diapers and lots of low-value things.
Today, one of those trees would be worth $20,000 for a highly specialized use
like a private airplane. Those old Sitka spruce could have supported a viable,
sustainable local economy.”
As in other heavily timbered regions of North America, finding a balance
between logging, a key economic driver, and the environment is a challenge.
Interestingly, where the largest Sitkas were historically harvested, local residents did not receive much economic benefit. After the logs were cut, they
were put on barges to be milled elsewhere. Today, communities are reinventing the industry to benefit both the timber companies and residents. For
example, in Haida Gwaii (formerly the Queen Charlotte Islands), the First
Nation Haida people purchased the timbering rights and are now in charge
of logging operations. They employ local people, determine how to use the
logs, and where to mill them.
“Like anywhere else, some are concerned about sustainability and some
are not, but it’s a start,” MacKinnon said. “You don’t reinvent the system
overnight.”
—Lisa Densmore Ballard

Lisa Densmore Ballard, a writer, photographer, and filmmaker, tells the story of
the Colorado River from the vantage point of a raft starting on page 24.
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Books of Note
Lost on a Mountain in Maine
By Donn Fendler, as told to Joseph B. Egan
New York: HarperCollins, 2013
128 pages. ISBN 978-0-688-11573-9
Price: $5.99 (paperback)
Some stories are so full of salvation they
become essential. This story about a harrowing
experience Donn Fendler suffered as a boy was
recently reissued, 75 years after first publication.
Memoirists, put down your pens: This is your chance
to relive someone else’s true miracle.
	On July 17, 1939, 12-year-old Fendler summited Katahdin in clouds,
running ahead of his father and a small group of boys. He turned back to
find them, and could not—for nine days and somewhere between 90 and 130
miles’ worth of wandering.
He recollects the week and a half he wanders in the earnest, age-appropriate
words of a young boy who lost first his father (Day 1), then his sneakers (Day
2), his dungarees (Day 3) and finally, a piece of his big toe (Day 8)—though
never his purpose. It’s a children’s book, but any reader will recognize the
efforts of habit we make against the dire facts of catastrophe. Donn washed
each morning and prayed twice daily because “it never came into my head
that a fellow could get so badly lost in the United States of America.”
	Shoeless, pants-less, he bushwhacked through wax myrtle and horsebrier
vines, over rocks “like Indian arrowheads,” past trees that “looked as though
(they) were trying to get away from something,” in the constant unrequested
company of blackflies, moose flies, copperhead flies, and mosquitoes, and the
occasional unrequested company of leeches. He probably traveled 10 to 14
miles a day; sometimes on his knees, sometimes up to his neck in water. By
now, we sensible reading adults have given up hope for him. But he is 12, and
so, he hasn’t.
While hundreds of volunteers were searching in the wrong places, and
the national news followed the manhunt, he tromped for hours only to
find he had returned, “cold and shivery,” to the same trail sign. He lived
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on strawberries and stream water, yearning for doughnuts, and at one point
firmly decided that “anybody who doesn’t like milk is crazy.”
Eventually, using his Boy Scout logic, he followed the downward guide of
flowing water. He slept in tree hollows, grew delirious (describing the physical
sensations with textbook accuracy), reckoned with a Guardian Angel, and
at last, 16 pounds thinner, he reasoned and crawled his way to civilization.
“There must be people there,” the Scout thought triumphantly when he saw
two canoes, “and they’d help a fellow any way they could. They’d give me
something to eat, maybe some bacon and beans, or a doughnut.”
	On a 2014 Internet site no one could have conceived of in 1939, one learns
that the elderly Donn Fendler still speaks tirelessly to school children about
his experience, and answers every letter he is written. We knew that this was
the kind-spirited, calm, and responsible man he would become, for, in his
memoir, he was already that man as a boy.
—Elissa Ely
Editor’s note: The original title was Donn Fendler, Lost on a Mountain in
Maine: A brave boy’s true story of his nine-day adventure alone in the Mount
Katahdin Wilderness, as told to Joseph B. Egan. Wellesley, Massachusetts: Welles
Publishing Co., 1939.

Catskill Mountain Guide, 3rd Edition
By Peter W. Kick
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club, 2014
288 pages. ISBN: 978-1-934028-94-0
Price: $23.95 (paperback)
Mention the Catskills and some people think of
old standup comics at Borscht Belt summer resorts,
or the Woodstock Music Festival. But this 700,000acre New York mountain range only 100 miles north
of Manhattan has some of the finest hiking trails in
the Northeast, as well as nearly 100 peaks that rise higher than 3,000 feet.
	In his third edition of the Catskill Mountain Guide, Peter W. Kick outlines
dozens of hikes on more than 300 miles of state-marked trails, adhering to the
Appalachian Mountain Club’s gold-standard formula that includes accurate
distances, easy-to-read, full-color topographic maps, and a treasure trove of
geographic, geologic, and historical information.
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	I must confess to having limited hiking experience in the Catskills, but
after reading Kick’s appealing descriptions of such footpaths as Kaaterskill
High Peak Trail, Peekamoose-Table Trail, and a 94-mile section of the 347.4mile Long Path from the George Washington Bridge to the Northern Helderbergs, I’m determined to follow in the footsteps of James Fenimore Cooper’s
Natty Bumppo and explore this celebrated region.
—Steve Fagin
Book Review Editor

AMC’s Best Backpacking in New England,
2nd Edition
By Matt Heid
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club, 2014
336 pages. ISBN: 978-1-934028-90-2
Price: $19.95 (paperback)
In this second edition of the Appalachian
Mountain Club’s backpacking guide, Matt
Heid tries to make a good case for calling 37
multiday trips, from Maine to Connecticut,
“the best.” Who could argue with most of his selections: the Great Gulf
Wilderness in the White Mountains of New Hampshire, the 100-Mile
Wilderness in Maine, and Camel’s Hump in Vermont’s Green Mountains—
to name three.
	Still, ask 1,000 backpackers to pick their favorite hikes, and chances are
you’ll wind up with 1,000 different lists. This should not bother most hikers
looking for ideas, though, because most of Heid’s routes are excellent.
A word about the southern routes he chooses. I have lived in Connecticut
all my life. I enjoy hiking in Connecticut and Rhode Island, but I want to
caution anyone who has not hiked there that Rhode Island’s stroll in the
Arcadia Management Area, where the campsite is only a quarter-mile from
the trailhead, is a much easier trip than most of the others in this book.
The same is true for Mount Misery in Connecticut’s Pachaug State Forest,
which I’ve hiked dozens of times as a day hike. Someone traveling to the
area would enjoy camping in that beautiful forest, which I’ve explored. But
I would hesitate to put those trails in the same “best of ” class as those in
New Hampshire’s Pemigewasset Wilderness or Maine’s Baxter State Park.
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That said, this book will help people new to backpacking with its detailed
itineraries. This simplifies trip planning, which typically requires extensive
study of numerous comprehensive guides and maps. Call me old-fashioned,
but I enjoy that aspect of my trips. So I suggest that, after trying Heid’s hikes
and getting a feel for traveling with all your gear through the mountains,
backpackers look into planning trips of their own—figuring out distances,
choosing campsites, allowing for midroute changes of heart.
AMC's Best Backpacking in New England is a well-researched, easy-to-use
guide that should appeal to novices and seasoned hikers, even those who
might enjoy debating which of their own routes they’d include as “the best.”
—Steve Fagin
Book Review Editor

Quiet Water Massachusetts, Connecticut,
and Rhode Island,
3rd edition
By Alex Wilson and John Hayes
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club, 2014
384 pages. ISBN: 978-1-628420-00-5
Price: $19.95 (paperback)
Alex Wilson and John Hayes take us to 100
of the “best ponds, lakes, and easy rivers” of the
gentler terrain of southern New England, reporting
in a folksy narrative that captures all the various sights and sounds. Good
guidebooks should entertain as well as inform, and the authors accomplish
both goals by making you feel as if you’re paddling right alongside them. And
it’s clear that they know these routes.
For example, here is how they describe Green Falls Pond in Voluntown,
Connecticut’s Pachaug State Forest, one of my favorite close-to-home destinations for hiking as well as paddling:
The beautiful woods surrounding Green Falls Pond—with a tall canopy of
red, chestnut, and white oaks; sugar maple; yellow birch; hemlock; sassafras;
and shagbark hickory—shade a fairly open, leaf-carpeted understory of
mountain laurel, flowering dogwood, and a wide variety of spring wildflowers.
Blueberry, mountain laurel, and other shrubs line the rocky shoreline, with
plenty of places to pull out for a rest, walk in the woods, or picnic.
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Quiet Water contains useful maps, assorted photographs, and directions to
put-ins and take-outs that include global positioning system settings.
More than 20 years have passed since Wilson published his first Quiet
Water guide, and the more recent editions have not just added new paddling
destinations but, sadly, removed some of the old ones because of development or, in some cases, invasive weed growth. I hope by the time the next
edition comes out that trend will be reversed so kayakers and canoeists can
enjoy more pristine paddling, free from the roar of engines and cottagepacked shorelines.
—Steve Fagin
Book Review Editor

Inscriptions
By Cammy Thomas
New York: Four Way Books, 2014
72 pages. ISBN: 978-1-935536-46-8
Price: $15.95 (paperback)
Poet Cammy Thomas has titled her second
collection of more than 50 poems with care. These
remembrances of parents, a beloved aunt, and a
cherished sister-in-law all act like inscriptions on
tombstones, though rarely as flattering eulogies to the
fair dead. The danger in writing about family members lies in sentimentality:
excessive tenderness, sadness, or nostalgia, as the dictionary says. Tributes to
the dead also have a habit of turning into homage to our deaths, and self-pity
or self-celebration graces no one’s art.
“Honestly, love / is a battlefield,” Thomas announces in her first poem, “In
the Ruins.” It’s not that love, parental or filial, has been banished from the
book, but it has been more than balanced with honest assessment, as in this
appraisal of a father: “the terrible days he didn’t come back, / and the terrible
days he did.”
“In her kitchen of beautiful burns” (in the poem “She Had a Lack”), a
mother struggles with her husband, her children, and with her own demons.
Most of the major pitfalls of raising children in the suburbs of the 1950s and
1960s make their entrances here.
An eight-poem elegiac sequence for a favorite aunt begins with dispersing
her husband’s ashes in the waters off the Hebrides, and ends with her ring,
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passed on to the speaker’s finger after her death, becoming a “weight vibrating
down my spine” (“Knell”). The collection’s third sequence chronicles the
death by cancer of a beloved sister-in-law: the last visits to the beach, the
hospital scenes with doctors and medications, thoughts of the dying, last
words; then the purging of the deceased’s belongings.
This is stern stuff. The vision is clear, the lines sharp and shapely like
the images, the gaze brave and unblinking. Nevertheless, two poems near
the end, both published first in Appalachia, bring relief and blessing to the
tombstone visions of Inscriptions. Both deal with swimming in Walden Pond.
In the first, the speaker intones, “brush me with honey, / feed me grilled figs,
/ and we’ll swim / in the snapping turtle perfect / water of Walden Pond, /
so deep and silky” (“Brush Me with Honey”).
The second, “Refraction,” recounts a dinnertime swim at Walden: “No
giant creature opens its jaws on my back. I’m in the water, every cell cooling, my mind on fire with beauty.” This final poem floats, as it were, on
top of the collection that lies behind and beneath it, dark with shadows and
depth. “Cradled by water,” the speaker tells us, “I feel the beast retreat.” “No,
that show of light and color is not for me,” she insists a last time. But after
an ascent from Erebus, sunlight dazzles everyone blind for a time. Light
and color might not exist exclusively for the poet; still, they inhere with the
language of the living.
—Parkman Howe

The Mountain: My Time on Everest
By Ed Viesturs with David Roberts
New York: Touchstone (Simon and Schuster), 2013
330 pages. ISBN: 978-1-4516-9473-4
Price: $27.99 (hardcover)
Do we need a fourth book about 8,000-meter
mountains by the successful Viesturs/Roberts team?
And what new can they say? The authors appear to
be conscious of these questions and sometimes refer
the reader to an earlier book, particularly their No
Shortcuts to the Top (Crown, 2006). I discussed Shortcuts in a lengthy article
in Appalachia (Winter/Spring 2008, LIV no. 1, pages 86–95), and, similarly, I
refer any interested readers there.
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The Mountain is handsomely bound and printed and includes a good
index and a very short bibliography. Forty photographs, mostly in color, and
most fairly recent, illustrate the text. The voice of the text is mostly that of
Viesturs, but he generously credits the contributions, factual and editorial, of
his respected mountaineering historian co-author Roberts.
The authors’ choice of significant Mount Everest ascents to highlight is
largely conventional: The British (really commonwealth) first ascent in 1953,
the American first traverse, the ascents by the Kangshung Face, by the South
West Face, and so forth. The authors’ descriptions of lesser-known ascents
are more interesting. The little-remembered 1990 American/Soviet/Chinese
(mostly Tibetan) “Peace” Expedition on the usual route from the north is
understandably prominent; it incorporated Viesturs’ first successful climb of
the mountain, made without supplemental oxygen. Also, it was the most
expensive and put the most climbers on top (twenty) of any expedition to that
time. The book covers two other under-publicized ascents: the first calendar
winter ascent by the Poles Krzysztof Wielicki and Leszek Cichy in February
1980, and Jean Troillet and Erhard Loretan’s August 1986 fast up-and-down to
the top by the North Face in 43 hours, with the sitting glissade descent called
by an envious Polish climber, “the world’s greatest arse slide.”
The most vexing questions on possible Everest ascents are these: Did
Sandy Irvine and/or George Mallory get to the top in 1924, and did the
Chinese in 1960? Both questioned ascents would have been made along what
is now the usual route from the north, which Viesturs climbed with the Peace
Expedition in 1990. On Mallory and Irvine, Viesturs firmly refuses to draw
any conclusion, because, “It doesn’t matter whether Mallory and Irvine got
to the summit. . . . They didn’t make it back down.” This view is not unique
to Viesturs; Sir Edmund Hillary said something similar earlier. Roberts (with
Conrad Anker) wrote The Lost Explorer: Finding Mallory on Mount Everest,
one of the defining accounts of the 1999 discovery of Mallory’s body. In a
convoluted analysis, that book concludes that Mallory and Irvine could not
have climbed above the Second Step and returned to a point compatible
with the location where Mallory’s body was found. In my view, all objective
evidence available after years of search on and below the route—Irvine’s ice
ax, Mallory’s body, Wang Hangbao’s possible location of Irvine’s body, and
the 1924 oxygen bottle discovery—demonstrate no higher point reached in
1924 than somewhere between the First and Second Steps. Only Noel Odell’s
sighting, on a day much obscured by snow and brume, of two small dots
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climbing quickly up a step somewhere on the ridge justifies the romantics’
theory that the pair reached much higher or to the top.
	On the debated Chinese 1960 ascent, the authors differ. According to
Viesturs, “[Roberts] told me that he doesn’t believe there’s a chance in hell that
the Chinese accomplished what they claimed in 1960.” Viesturs himself would
like to give the Chinese “the benefit of the doubt.” He, however, questions
why Walt Unsworth states, “There seems little doubt now that the Chinese
did climb Everest in 1960.” It should be recalled that the Chinese eventually
published a photo supposedly taken above the Second Step on the descent
from the summit. The English mountaineering pundits critically reviewed the
photo in a series of Alpine Journal articles and eventually concluded that it
was indeed taken from higher than the top of the Second Step. At that time
(1963), no Westerners had climbed the route above the Second Step, and it
was falsely thought to be easy to reach the summit once the step was climbed.
Particularly when discussing the earlier Everest expeditions, the authors
provide potted histories that, despite Roberts’s deservedly high reputation as
a mountaineering historian, are sometimes debatable or difficult to justify.
Most egregious is the description of General Charles Bruce, the leader of
the 1922 expedition: “[He] had spent much of his long career as an army
officer in India, but he was 56 years old and in mountaineering terms a virtual
novice.” In fact, Bruce had several Swiss Alpine courses with distinguished
guides and substantial experience with good guides and amateur climbers
in the Himalaya. He rated for the time and place as a competent climber
(perhaps a bit injury prone). More important was his extensive experience as
transport officer and native contact for several British Himalayan expeditions
and in training and pleasure trips throughout the Himalaya. His experience of
Himalayan expedition travel and snow conditions was probably unmatched
by any other Briton, and his qualification to lead the 1922 expedition was
unquestioned. True, he was 56 and, like several other British members of
the Everest expeditions of the 1920s, still suffered the effects of physical and
perhaps mental wounds acquired in the Great War.
The authors correctly note the inadequate protection against the cold of
Everest for the climbers of the 1920s, and excuse it partly by saying, “There
were, of course, no down jackets or sleeping bags in those days. . . .” But there
were. Eiderdown bags were supplied to the 1921 expedition, even to some of
the high altitude porters, and are praised by Charles Howard-Bury in Mount
Everest: The Reconnaissance, 1921 (Arnold, 1922). In a “lessons learned” article
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written for the Alpine Journal following the 1922 expedition, T.G. Longstaff
recommended, “Irrespective of the size of the party each climber should have
at least four eiderdown sleeping bags—one for each of the four highest camps
. . .,” a generous supply even by the standards of much later expeditions.
G.I. Finch, about 30 years ahead of his time on clothing as well as the use
and technology of supplementary oxygen, devised for the 1922 expedition
a down coat with a broad fur-lined collar that could be drawn into a hood.
The frontispiece of Bruce’s The Assault on Mount Everest, 1922 (Arnold, 1923)
shows Finch wearing the coat as he descends from the record-high climb
of that year. Inadequate protection of the climbers of the 1920s was more a
matter of their own conservatism and, possibly, fits of parsimony in the Everest Committee than of lack of better technology.
To return to the questions that open this review—did we need this fourth
book? As the authors concede, the vitally important philosophy that has led
(at least partly) to Viesturs’s amazing success on the 8,000ers is well expressed
in the three earlier books. For the general reader interested in the mountaineering history of Everest, The Mountain is not a particularly comprehensive
or scholarly work. The Everest mountaineering history buff will find things to
disagree with, as he or she probably will with any new Everest book, but the
wide range of ideas advanced by the two authors deserve the buffs’ attention
and careful consideration. To them I say, by all means, buy the book, study it
critically, and enjoy it.
—Jeffery Parrette
Alpina Editor

Logging Railroads of New Hampshire’s North Country
By Bill Gove
Littleton, New Hampshire: Bondcliff Books, 2010
160 pages. ISBN: 978-1-931271-25-7
Price: $27.95 (paperback)
“The forests remain as healthy as ever. The railroad loggers
have steamed off into oblivion; the whistle is heard no more.” On the surface,
retired forester Bill Gove’s Logging Railroads of New Hampshire’s North
Country is a straightforward account of six railroad lines that have, in most
cases, received little attention from historians. But Gove, who has previously
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authored four books on logging railroads in the Northeast, deviates from
his understated style in the introduction and epilogue to meditate on the
meaning of the era. The working days of the logging railroads only barely exist
in living human memory now, and he writes, in part, to capture impressions
that will soon cease to exist.
Gove obviously toiled like a yeoman on the background. He meticulously
details the workings of the lines, from engine type to the layout of the logging
villages. He also displays a forester’s eye in noting the number of board feet of
lumber extracted along each line. Given the dearth of written material from
the period, individuals from the era do not come alive in their own words.
But Gove does sprinkle in intriguing stories of accidents and eccentric characters. I wish he had included citations in the text so that future historians
could more easily build on his findings.
The book includes many photographs, allowing the reader to keenly sense
the texture of life along the logging railroads. Maps accompany each chapter,
hand-drawn to scale and accurate in their demarcation of elevation and drainage. They are full of character and depth; I could spend hours in my mind
walking the lines Gove lovingly sketches. We’re lucky to have so conscientious
a chronicler of railroad history, and I hope we have more to look forward to
from him.
—Andrew Riely
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A Peak Ahead

Retelling History

T

he Summer/Fall issue of Appalachia will revisit history and attitudes
we thought we already knew. We will not revise history in the sense of
arguing anew the causes of great wars and Civil War reconstruction. We will
retell angles of history previously hidden.
	In “The Rusty Pitons: A History of New Jersey Climbing,” John Anderson
will tell what happened in recent years, after the Garden State expanded access
to its northwest cliffs. Explorers are finding much evidence that climbers
75 years ago had already explored those rocks.
Ralph Waldo Emerson’s fame might be for his essay on self-reliance, but
Michael Popejoy will show why he cared more about nature.
Thousands of boots tread the Gulfside Trail and Edmands Path and
several others in the White Mountains of New Hampshire. I will write the
story of trailmaker J. Rayner Edmands, whose personal sacrifice left these
graded routes and possibly shortened his life.
	On Maine’s famous Katahdin, Howard R. Whitcomb will explain what
happened to the original plaque honoring Thoreau at a spring near treeline.
Intrepid Maine history buffs Bill Geller and Jim Logan channel the tireless
Myron Avery, taking us along.
Why did Jane Neale, a 46-year-old mountain climber and runner, have
to die? Her friend Wendy Ungar takes us to New York’s Lookout Mountain
seeking answers.
With these stories will be Geller’s continuing saga of Maine’s old sporting
camps; Jia Jung’s story of climbing Mount Whitney alone; and an adventure
inside a New England house, fearing the intense storms of the changing
climate.
—Christine Woodside
chris@chriswoodside.com
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